
7 Fay wanted Jack Buckinan at home. 

*- Sinoldering-eyed Angie wanted him anywhere. 
B464F] p'- Bwt Jack wanted to make time 

■' — V^ith Myrfia, Monica, Juanita ... 

or any woman from Angie to Zelda! 

A tl0VEL OF THE THREAT OF TODAY’S OTHER WOMEN 



















TAKE YOUR CHOIG... 


ONE WOMAN—She was on the bed, lying 
on the black silk sheets that made her 
white 0esh even whiter. She was on her 
back, arms outfiung, one leg bent at the 
knee and gracefully curved ... 

ANOTHER WOMAN—Although she never 
actually caught him, she knew the mean¬ 
ing of the lipstick stains on his collar, tlie 
smell of another woman’s perfume on 
him.... She was drinking steadily during 
the day at home. 'Then she started to get 
stoned at parties far too early . .. 

AND ANOTHER—"I thought I was with the 
boy I’d been out with earlier in the eve¬ 
ning. By the time I realized it was really 
Les, my sister’s husband, it was just a little 
too late. It wasn’t altogether the poor 
guy’s fault. You see, I used to tease 
him . . . ! ” 
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THE first time Buckman saw her, she was working a fat 
man in a rumpled seersucker suit. He had a dull round face 
with a little pouting red mouth. He even looked like a mark. 
Buckman hardly glanced at him—the girl was the one who 
at once had caught his eye. 

She was small and cute and an unmistakable aura ot 
sex clung about her. Her burnished walnut-colored hair was 
done up in a pony tail* Above ber softly curved lips and 
pert nose, her wide-set eyes under unplucked brows were 
so darkly violet that they seemd to smoke* She was wearing 
a sleeveless blouse of cream pongee stretched tight by its 
delightfully bulging contents, unconfined by even the sug¬ 
gestion of a bra. And ber profilers vista that Buckman 
was at some pains to observe—displayed just the right kin 
of voluptuously rounded derriere to fill out her tan jodhpurs 
in curves that formed a tantalizing invitation to any mm- 
She carried a crop in one hand and in the other a racing 
form that she tapped against her teeth as she studied the 
tote board. 

The fat man leaned close to her, talking in a low con¬ 
fidential voice. When he finished she nodded and frovmed 


knowingly. ^ 

Cutest little race-track tout IVe seen in all my life, Buck- 

man thought. 

After a few moments she smiled at the fat man, nodded, 
then walked briskly away, Buckman, following her at a 
distance, grinned as he watched her inspect the crowd as if 
searching for another mark. 

The fourth race at Belmont had not yet begun and Buck- 
riding high. He had hit hard, winning on the 
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man was 
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first two races, losing the third but that had only meant a 
five-dollar bet, and he was still ahead slightly more than 
three hundred dollars. Moreover, he was sure he had a 
winner in the fourth—a pocketful of tickets on Number 
Five—a horse named Honey Boy, with Boots OTMalley up< 
With eight minutes to kill before the race, he sauntered 
over to the girl, 

“Hi, sweetie,** he said, “Got something good in this one?” 
Buckman saw that she was even prettier up close. Her com¬ 
plexion was creamy smooth and the deep softness of her lips 
inviting. 

She turned her oval face toward him, her eyes a little 
surprised then swiftly suspicious as one shrewd glance took 
him all in. She saw a man of thirty-one, standing just short 
of six feet. The unpadded expensively tailored sports jacket 
contained a good wide pair of shoulders. The wedge-shaped 
face, browned from standing at the track, was strong, the 
features clearly defined. This was a face that seemed tough 
and hard until she noticed the touch of humor in the gray 
eyes and at the corners of the thin-lipped ironic mouth. And 
above all, this was a face that never failed to fascinate 
women. She was fascinated but she was leery, too. He did 
not figure for a mark but neither did he look like a plain¬ 
clothes Pinkerton, 

“Fm afraid I don’t know you/* She spoke in a cool tone 
but her eyes betrayed her interest. 

“That’s nothing to be afraid of. We can remedy that fast. 
My name s Jack Buckman and I think I already know you* 
Lets see _ , * Your uncle’s a trainer—or is it your father? 
Or is he an owner? He’s got a horse running in this race, 
a sure thing. You’re not supposed to be on him. Your uncle 
your falher^doesn’t like you to bet on horses. It’s 
just a sporting thing with the family—one runs the horses, 
you know, because it’s the thing to do, but one never bets 
on them. It’s just too gauche, isn’t it?’* Buckman continued 
in a slightly mocking voice, “But you would like to have 
just a small bet—lets say five dollars—on your uncle’s^ 
or is it your father’s?—horse. And, if Fd buy a ticket for 
you, I could bet on the horse myself and make a lot of loot_ 
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isn’t that it? So, which horse is It, sweetie? Which ones do 

you have left?” , 

Her eyes flashed, annoyed, “I don’t know what you re 
talking about Excuse me. Fm busy.” She started to turn 

“Whoa, Ponytail,” he said quickly, **Don t run off. He 
took hold of her arm and felt a little tingle from the cool 
and firmly round flesh. 

She hesitated, looking dovm at his hand on her arm, but 
made no effort to free herself. “Why not? she asked. 

He looked straight and’ deep into her eyes. Softly he 
said, “You have lovely arms. You feel real good to me, you 
know that? A man can tell a lot about a woman by her arms- 
If the arms are nice, then she’s usually , . 

She shrugged and eased herself free, “Whats^ the gim¬ 
mick?” she asked, impatience edging her voice, “What do 
you want with me?” 

“Nothing, except to tell you that I admire your tec^ique. 
It goes over big, doesn’t it? I mean, I hit it right, didnt I, 
about this act that you’re a member of the horsy set and 
some relative of yours owns a stable? Simple. You give 
each sucker a different horse, get him to buy you a ticket 
on it, so that you’re bound to have the winner of each race. 
With a couple of long shots you could pick up as much as a 
couple hundred in a day. Of course, there are risks—the 
Pinkertons might dig you,” 

“You’re crazy!” she told him. But she seemed puzzled and 
he knew she was wondering how he had figured her angle, 
“Nothing you say makes sense,” she said more firmly, 
“Maybe this makes sense.” Pulling out two hundred dob 
lars in tickets he flipped them with his thumb, riffling 
through them. “You see that? Twenty ten-dollar tickets on 
the winner in the fourth. Just because I like you, I m going 
to give you one.” 

He peeled off a pari-mutuel ticket and held it out to her, 

scissored between his fingers. 

“Number Five—Honey Boy? You have two hundred on 
him?” She glanced at him with a cute frown. The tote board, 
she noticed, said Honey Boy was 4 to 1, 
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“Go ahead, take the ticket,” he said, “rm treating you 
to a winner,” 

“What’s the catch?” 

“No catch. I told you T like you. Mavhe after the race, 
after you cash that and make yourself forty bucks, youll 
meet me at the clubhouse har and buv me a drink. Just by 
wav of saying thanks , . . Go ahead. Take the ticket” 

She took it from his fingers and studied it closely* “It 
isn’t counterfeit or something, Is it?” 

“Of course not,” he laughed. “It’s strictly legit. I am, 
too. You’ll find that out. It’s close to post time and I want to 
be near the finish line. See you after the race.” 

Abruptly he turned and left her standing there, still 
pu3!zled. 

Can t possibly lose, he thought. If the horse runs back¬ 
ward, then giving her the ticket won’t cost me any more— 
and if it wins she’ll be too curious not to come to the bar 
afterward. And with ray winnings—with money for dinner, 
then a good nightclub * * , he could almost see that trim 
little body of hers under the riding garb. He nodded in self- 
approval, “Chances are better than even,” he muttered, 
grinning. 

The fourth race went off, Buckman’s horse, Honey Boy, 
had an outside post. As Buckman had figured, he broke 
slowly as this horse always did. The horse liked to come from 
behind, make his move late, make a strong stretch run. In 
his last race, at six furlongs, he had broken late, too, but 
from an inside post. He had had to drop back and go around 
all the other horses before making his move* Still, he had 
closed with a big enough rush to come in third, only a half- 
length away from the winner in a close finish. Today, Buck- 
man calculated, with the advantageous position of the outside 
post, the colt should make it easily* And O’Malley knew how 
to get everything out of Honey Boy that the colt could give. 

In the stretch turn, on the outside, Honey Boy began to 
fly, to run down the lead horses. At the head of the stretch 
he was fourth and was still under a hand ride. When O’Malley 
began to give him the whip halfway down the stretch, he 
spurted past two more horses and was up with the front 
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runner. He passed him casOy and won by a length and a 

“ginned contentedly. He had Just won a little 
ovrseven hSidred and sixty dollars. He tu^ed and ^de 
his way through the crowd back toward the clubhouse. What 
the hell, there is nothing hard about making money at the 
track, he told himself, when you know what you are 

He had been at the clubhouse bar for almost ten minu 
and was halfway through his JB and ^ter ^en he began to 
feel restless. His luscious httle tout still had nut showe . 
he figured her wrong? Would she just be l«ppy with her 
fifty dollars profit—the extra ten because he had bought the 
ric4t—and let it go at that? Maybe she already had some 
ffuy or was married and just wasn’t interested in another man. 
He shrugged. So he had made a bad guess, thrown a saw- 
buck down the drain. That he had done before and lived 

^ He looked at the statuesque redhead who sat at the other 
end of the bar. Her deep-dish dress barely covered the bps of 
her lush, melon-like breasts. Her big green eyra lazily gave 
him the come-on. WeU, even if the other girl did not show, 
Buckman was sure he would not have to spend the night 

alone. , 1 * 1 .* 

Just as he was savoring the prospect, a voice close to him 


said, “Thanks.” ..... u- 

He turned and there was Pony-tail standing feside him. 
She was wearing the most tantalizing expression as she 
studied him, frank curiosity in the violet eyes that also held 
a degree of puzzled wonderp 

“When someone gives you a good thing, you say thanks 

by buying a drink,” Buckman reminded her, the laugh- 
wrinkles about his eye-corners deepening. 

She perched on the bar stool next to him and gestured to 
the bartender to give him a refill. She ordered a glass of 
dry sherry for herself. 

“Well, that’s a surprise,” Buckman told her. had you 
figured for the Tom Collins type. 

“You figured wrong.” She turned to him, “What made 

you so sure that Honey Boy was going to win? Inside dope?” 
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‘Teah.” He tapped his temple with his forefinger. “From 
inside here.” 

Taking his copy of the Morning Telegraphy he turned to 
the past-performance charts on the last race. He pointed 
out the Aings that had made the horse look like a standout 
bet to him. She kept nodding her head while he explained. 

“That was pretty clever handicapping, mister. You play 
the races every day?” 

“Lately I do.” 

“What do you do for a living?” 

‘‘That’s it.” 

“You mean you play the horses for a living?” she de¬ 
manded. 

Sure. I had a job, but I quit Why work for a hundred 
and a half a week when you can make four or five times 
that much out here and have fun doing it? Don’t get me 
wrong though, I take it damned seriously. I spend three or 
four hours every morning going over these charts, doping 
things out.” 

Her smoky violet eyes were grave as she asked, “Why did 
you give me that ticket? I mean, why me, specially?” 

you: I like you. I want to get to know you better 
and I figured that was a good way.” 

She nodded, serious. “How did you know I was a tout? 
Have you been watching me?” 

He laughed. “Uh-uh. I was just guessing, really. You see, 
you didnt have that nose-in-the-air look the babes from the 
horsy set have. You looked too warm, loo real, to be one 
of them. 

“You’re^pretty clever, aren’t you?” She was not being 
sarcastic. She meant it 

If you think so, I’m happy.” 

They both sipped at their drinks. 
uT * catch your name,” Buckman said. 

I didn’t throw it But it’s Angie.” 

“That figures. You look like an angel.” 

“I don’t wear any halo.” 

“Neither do I, honey.” 

“What’s your name?” she said. 

He told her, then made his pitch. “Look, I'm already ahead 
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oi^er a thousand, Fve learned to quit while Vm ahead, Fiti 
not going to play any more races today. Why don’t we 
both cut out of here? FU take you home and you can shower 
and dress and we’ll have plenty of time for a few cocktails 
before dinner. After we eat, 1 know a scalper who can get 
me tickets for any show you’d like to see,” 

She looked deep into his eyes, “It sounds great but— 
uh-uh, Jack. 1 can’t. Not—not tonight, anyhow,” 

“Why not?” He gently took hold of her wrist, “Another 
date?” 

His hand moved lightly, caressingly, up from her wrist to 
her forearm then past the soft inside of her elbow to her 
upper arm. With the back of his hand he felt the full firm 
swell of her breast* He pressed ever so slightly against it, 
testing, feeling its resilience, wishing he could cup the sweet 
bare flesh in his searching fingers , * . 

“Something like that,” she said. “Sort of a date,” 

“Break it,” he told her softly. 

He let the backs of his fingers slide over the rounding 
thrust of her breast. Through the silk he felt the nipple rise 
rigidly as his fingers brushed it. He had been right, she 
wore no bra. He heard her suck in her breath as he kept a 
knuckle lightly pressed against the sensitive spot. 

She whispered, “Please don’t,” 

“All right,” he said and regretfully took his hand away* 
“If you don’t want me to, I’d never do anything to you 
you didn’t want, baby.” 

“It isn’t that,” she said, “There’s just no sense getting 
all excited.” 

“It excited you?” 

“Of course,” 

“You’re a very honest woman, I like that.” 

“Why pretend? You knew, anyway* Why should I kid 
you?” 

“You didn’t answer me about breaking the date, Angie,” 

She shook her head. “1 can’t, Jack, Fm sorry. Truly I am,” 

“So am I, Well, when can I see you?” 

“I don’t know.” 

She turned and looked around nervously, Buckman turned, 
too, and saw the lean, dark man standing some distance away* 
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He was about twenty-five, with untrained black curly hair- 
In his bright sports jacket he appeared both handsome and 
somewhat sinister, lUght then he was frowning and staring 
at Angie- 

She turned back to the bar and quickly downed her 
sherry, 

^‘IVe got to go, Jack,” She put her hand over his for a 
moment, the palm soft and warm. Her hand was small and 
very feminine, the fingers a little plump but nicely shaped, 
the nails well kept. ‘Thanks—for everything.’* 

“Wait. Don’t run out on me, Angie.” He put his own hand 
on top of hers. “Who’s that guy giving you the hard eye?” 

“Knowing his name won’t make any difference. Look, 
Jack, forget the whole thing. Just forget about me, huh?” 

Suddenly the thought of her leaving hit him with a sick 
empty feeling. 

“I can’t just forget you,” he told her, “and I won’t. If 
you don’t tell me how and where I can see you again—alone 
—I’ll follow you.” 

She looked afraid. “Don’t do that.” She bit her lower lip, 
got control of herself. “Will, you be out here tomorrow?” 
she asked quietly, 

“Yes.” 

“I’ll see you here at this bar half an hour before the first 
race.” 

She slipped off the stool and was gone. 

He watched her little round behind roll and switch away, 
He saw her go up to the thin, dark man. They said some¬ 
thing to each other and then he grabbed her arm and al¬ 
most roughly led her away. 

Probably her husband or her boy friend, Buckman told 
himself. No doubt the guy who started her on the touting 
hit. Angie was altogether too good for that, too nice a per¬ 
son. He wished he could get her away from the racket and 
away from that dark, skinny punk. She was too good for him, 
too—but just right for Buckman, he decided. She was his 
kind of woman, no mistake about that. He could really go 
for little Angie. He had never met anybody quite like her 
before. 

The fifth race was about to start and the bar was now al- 
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most deserted. The big redhead at the far end was still there, 
and when Buckman looked toward her she smiled, 

“You can’t win ’em all,” she said. 

“You’d belter know it,” he said. “But who wants to? You 
look even better. Why don’t you Join me for a drink?” 

“Why not?” She came over and he helped her up onto the 
stool next to his. His hand pressed against the lush fullness 
of one breast as he did so. She did not mind that at all, he 
saw. She sat on the stool so that her thigh was warm and 
firm against his own. He could feel the whole beautiful soft¬ 
ness of it and the sensation awoke a hungry flame within 
him. 

Things were shaping up, after all. 


2 


THE big redhead’s name was Myrna and she worked as a 
bra model in the garment district. Once she got a glimpse of 
the fat roll of biUs Buckman was carrying, he discovered 
that she did not have a single, solitary thing to do that night, 

Buckman hired a big Carey limousine, and took her to 
her apartment on West 23rd Street. He made a date to pick 
her up at six o’clock for drinks and dinner. Then he took a 
cab to the Hotel Metcalf on West 45th. The hotel was small 
and old, the roonaa huge and high-ceilinged and the fur¬ 
niture a little dilapidated, but still the place carried an air 
of one-time grandeur that was warm and friendly. He felt at 
home there, at home and comfortahle. 

He had a bottle of JB and a bucket of ice cubes sent up 
to bis room. Buckman gave the bellhop, an elderly colored 
fellow named Horace, twenty dollars to buy him a good 
white shirt and some new skivvies. 

He had two drinks before Horace got back. Then Buckman 
stripped, threw his dirty shirt and underwear into the waste 
basket, and took a shower. 

All during the shower he thought about that cute little 
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tout at the race track. Angie ... She intrigued him, she 
was different. And he could not quite figure her. She just 
was not the type to go in for a dodge like race-track tout¬ 
ing. That was a man’s game to begin with. The fact that 
she had the guts for such a racket fascinated him. Too, 
there had been something about her from the first moment 
he set eyes on her that told him she was no cheap pushover. 
No, this babe was one hundred per cent woman, and if 
she ever went for you she would go all the way, and there 
would never be anything else that any other woman could 
give in its place. Angie had it all, and she would keep it 
J1 for her guy alone. Buckman could not put her lovely 
image out of his mind, even had he wanted to. 

When he had dressed he left the hotel and walked to a 
Western Union o£Sce. He wired six hundred dollars home to 
his wife. Fay, with the message; 

SORBY DETAINED IN CITY OVERNIGHT SEE YOU TOMORROW PAY CAR 

AND MORTCACE ETC. 

LOVE JACK. 

The clerk who took the message was a plump little woman 

with a pleasantly homely face. Her smile showed a gold 
tooth as she said to Bookman, “That ought to make her 
happy.’* 

“You don’t know my wife,” he said. 

She sighed. “If my old man sent me that kind of money, 
I wouldn’t care if he didn’t come home for a month. Well, 
I guess there’s just no pleasing some women,” 

“That’s the naked truth,” 

There was stiU a half hour to kill before he had to pick 
up Myma and ha walked over to Times Square, The streets 
were jammed with people who had poured from office 
buildings at five-thirty and who were now rushing to subways 
and buses. Buckman reflected that only a few weeks ago he 
had been one of them, a part of the mob. Now he was a 
loner. The thought depressed him, the hurrying crowds de¬ 
pressed him. A dark mood on him, he dodged into the first 
bar he came to. 

It was cool and dim inside and the people at the bar were 
in no hurry for anything, except maybe to get drunL They 
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were in a little world of their own—a dimly lit, colored- 
bottle, happy-go-lucky world where, so long as you had 
money for the next drink, you were a big shot and a gentle¬ 
man and you got the fine treatment such a fine customer 
deserved. 

Buckman sipped his scotch and water and tried unsuccess¬ 
fully not to think about Fay and Joannie, his daughter. They 
would be fixing dinner in the bright little kitchen of the 
bright little suburban Jersey home with the bright big 
mortgage on it. If they had not yet received his wire, they 
would be wondering if he were coming home, though 
neither one would mention the subject. 

Joannie, now twelve, was the early product of an early 
marriage. Like all modern-day children she seemed to have 
grown up too fast and was almost a young lady. A serious 
child, she had tried to remain neutral in the long, deep¬ 
running conflict between her parents. In a pitifully hurt sort 
of way she tried io pretend that everything was all right and 
that theirs was a normal, happy home. She couldn*t have 
been more misguided, Buckman reaBzed. 

Bitterly he tried to think back, tried to remember how 
and when the marriage started to go wrong. Whose fault had 
it been, really? Always, of course, he had contended that the 
fault was Fay^s. Yet, sometimes in flashes of self-honesty, 
he wondered about that. Maybe he was no bargain, either. 
Maybe he was like a homely woman so used to looking at 
herself in the mirror that she had learned not to see her 
ill-assorted features in the aggregate but only one at a time 
and then only the better ones, so that she did not look 
homely to herself at aO but rather pretty. Except, of course, 
when she caught her full reflection by surprise, as when pass¬ 
ing a store window. 

Annoyed at this line of thinking, Buckman gulped down the 
rest of his drink and left the bar. He flagged a cab and in 
about ten minutes he found himself again at Myrna’s apart¬ 
ment building. 

The building was a “club” where the tenants were allowed 
use of an indoor pool, a smaU gym, a sun-lamp lounge and 
a recreation room that could also be used for private parties. 
Myrna had a one-bedroom apartment, the Hving room of 



16 WOMAN CHASER 

which was decorated with furnishings in a pseudo-Oriental 

style. 

She opened the door for him, wearing a wispy black 
Bikini, Her long red hair was loose and streaming down her 
back. 

“My goodness,** she said, smiling. “Is it six o’clock al¬ 
ready? Tm sorry, honey, but I was down at the pool and 
didn’t realize it was so late,** 

He looked at the long, fuU, smooth-fleshed curves of her 
hare legs, the dimpled mound of her belly and the great 
voluptuous breasts, lifted and bulged together by the tight 
strap of the Bikini hra. She had a true redhead’s milk-white 
skin. He felt desire rising in him, looking at the lush mag¬ 
nificence of her body. 

“Don’t apologize, sugar,” he told her, “Not for the way 
you look in that outfit. I’ll bet the water in the pool is still 
steaming,” 

She laughed, pleased. “Silly,” she said and leaned forward 
to kiss him, brushing her big breasts against his shirt front 
She intended it to be a light playful kiss, Buckman had other 
ideas. Seizing her soft, round, cool-fleshed shoulders, he 
held her close. Capturing her lower lip between both of his, 
he let his tongue run over it. He felt a shiver run through 
her, and grasping her firmly around the waist, he pulled 
her tight against him, his hand in the hollow of her back, 
rubbing it caressingly. The soft fleshiness of her thighs were 
tight against his, her magnificent breasts flattened against 
his chest. She slumped against him as their mouths clung, 
her lips opening and her tongue toying deliciously with his. 
In a few seconds they were both breathing hard, Myrna 
started making little moaning sounds deep in her throat. 

However, when he began to fumble with the back of her 
Bikini bra, she suddenly fought away from him and stepped 
back, her slumberous green eyes catlike, her pouting generous 
mouth wetly loose. The perfect white mounds of her breasts 
heaved against the restraint of the Bikini top. 

“No,” she gasped, shaking her head m though to fight 
back the passion he had aroused. “Not yet, honey, It*8 too 
early in the evening.” 

He sighed, shrugging resignedly. He should have known 
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there would be no payoff until he had wined and dined her. 
But as his eyes moved over her luscious figure, he concluded 
that what was coming would be worth waiting for. 

She smiled softly at him now. “Don’t get mad, baby/’ She 
patted one full hip. “At least you can wait until I get out of 
this wet bathing suit.” She turned and started toward the 
rear of the apartment. “While Fm doing that, go into the 
kitchen and make us a drink. Liquor’s in the cabinet over 
the sink.” 

Buckman opened the cabinet and saw a lineup of the best 
brands of scotch, rye, Canadian, gin, rum and vodka, along 
with imported vermouths and various liqueurs. He went back 
to the doorway of the kitchen. 

“What’s your pleasure, Myrna?” he called. 

“Vodka and tonic.” Then he heard her laugh. “What’s 
yours?” 

“Want me to come back there and show you?” 

“No, no,” she squealed. “You stay put and play bartender, 
lover, and Fll be out in a minute.” 

He fixed himself a good triple shot of Vat 69, added a 
couple of ice cubes and water. This was one of those days 
when liquor never seemed to catch up to him. He decided 
now the time was right to get himself tight if he had to 
gulp it down by the fifth. When he fixed Myrna’s vodka and 
tonic, he put a couple of big shots into that, too. He took 
both drinks out into the living room and had his half 
finished when Myrna came out. 

Her hair was still down her back, but she had combed 
and brushed it until it shone like polished mahogany. She 
was wearing a black silk kimono with a light gold filigree. 
The gown was tied loosely at the belt; he saw the inner 
sides of her breasts rolling sensuously as she walked toward 
him. 

As she sat down on the settee, the wrap-around gaped 
briefly at the bottom, giving him a teasing glimpse of her 
thighs. She quickly closed it again. As she picked up her 
glass she moistened her lips with a pointed red tongue and 
looked languorously at him over the rim. She took a long 
swallow and set the glass down. 
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‘‘Mjmm, that^s delicious. You’re a wonderful bartenderi 
Jack/* she said. 

“I’m pretty good at everything/* he told her. 

She laughed. “Fll bet you are, Conceited!” 

“A fact is a fact. It’s not conceit.” 

“I like a man who’s sure of himself,” she said. *‘He— 
well, you know—kind of whets a girl’s curiosity. Is he just 
cocky, trying to cover an inferiority complex, or can he 
really deliver?” 

“I’m plenty cocky,” 

“Oh, you!” 

He sat down beside her, his eyes on the tight cleavage 
of those enticing twin white mounds exposed by the kimono. 
“I like your outfit.” 

“Thank you.” 

He gently fingered the lapel of the wrap-around. “Smooth,” 
he said. “So nice and silky smooth.” Then his hand slowly 
slid under the lapel and onto the rising slope of her breast, 
“But not nearly as lovely and smooth as this.” 

The next instant his hand was filled to overflowing with 
the lush, heavy roundness of her. He lifted, gently kneading, 
feeling the big nipple stiffen against his palm, 

“Ohl” Her eyes closed and her head went back against 
the settee. *‘0h, Jack!” His mouth moved to the graceful 
white column of her throat and held there, his tongue busy 
caressing the sensitive nerve centers. She hunched her shoul¬ 
ders and shivered with ecstatic gasps. 

“Oh, no, no—please,” she cried finally, “Don’t, Jack.” 

She twisted away from him and stood up, her face flushed, 
her eyes wide, “Look,” she said softly. “Ive got an idea. 
Fm—well—kind of tired or la^y or something, after my 
swim, I don’t really feel like getting all gussied up to go out 
What do you say we spend a quiet evening at home, instead? 
We’ll have a couple more drinks, FII fix you a nice dinner 
and then we can—” she lookcjd at him with a long slow 
smile—-“well, relax like.” 

“You say the nicest things,” Buckman told her. 

“You sure you’d like that?” she teased, 

“Love it,” he said fervently, “Me for home and Myrna,” 

After the second drink the liquor in Buckman’s system 
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began to pile up. He began to feel it anci get high faa^ mi 
m did Myma, Tbey kidded around and had a ball. She had a 
good 132 ^ coUection, both Dixieland and progressive, and 
an expensive stereo outfit* After a while, though, Myina 
grew moody and serious. Finally she said i 
‘'Jack, are you married?” 

“Sure,” he replied. “Isn’t everybody?” 

“Do you love your wife?” 

He shrugged, “In my own way, I guess,” 

“So what are you doing here with me?” she demanded. 
He saw the way she seemed to hold her breath for his an¬ 
swer, He pkyed it by ear, hoping he was saying the right 
thing. He had a hunch this girl had heard every line that man 
had ever used, and the novelty of heariiig the truth might 
be refreshing to her, 

“Hoping I can go to bed with you—what else?” he told 
her levelly, “From the first moment I saw you, you excited 
me. You’re beautiful and you’ve got a terrific body, I want 
you so bad it hurts. That’s because Fm a healthy male with 
the usual healthy male appetites. Anything wrong with that?” 

She closed her eyes then and smiled a soft smile that 
made her look almost radiantly lovely, *‘Not a thing, honey. 
She opened her eyes again and looked at him, a warm ex¬ 
pression on her face. “Not a thing. Thanks for being honest. 
You know something—^in my business, I get so tired of 
listening to the old crapola I could scream. It’s part of my 
job to have to go out with a lot of visiting buyers. The 
very first time these creeps look at me, while Fm still parading 
around in a bra, the old tad light is shining in their eyes. 
But then they get out with you and try to con you along. 
They like you just for your company—you’re such a sweet, 
nice, intelligent girl, so understanding, not at all like their 
■wiveB —^a bunch of vicious old battle-axes they can hardly 
stand, and as a matter of fact—actually, little girl^—they’re 
practically separated and it’s almost as if they’re not married, 
anyway. And on and on, far into the night . . . 

“I tell you. Jack, I get so sick of it. And you know what? 
When they give me that, I take them, but big. I lead them 
on and steer them to the most expensive places and I get 
presents out of them and cash and everything I can. And 
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then I don’t deliver—I stall them off and finally leave them 
flat. And then, brother, are their tongues hanging out,” 

Buckman chuckled but he looked a little dubious. *'How 
come that doesn’t cost you your Job? Fd think all they’d 
have to do is complain to your boss and—” 

“You forget,” she broke in, “a little thing called male 
pride. These characters like to think they’re big bad wolves 
—^but irresistible. You think they’d ever admit to anyone that 
they’d been taken, that they couldn’t get to first base with a 
real hot-looking number like me?” She snorted disdainfully, 

“So where does that leave me?” he asked. 

She put the tip of her finger lightly, playfully against his 
nose. “It leaves you, baby-doll, right where you want to be 
—I hope. When I saw that fat roll of yours—cash, I mean— 
at the race track, 1 made up ray mind to separate you from 
a large chunk of it. But then when you got here, I kind of 
got to like you a little.” 

“A little?” he said, 

“When you played it straight and honest, more than just 
a little.” 

“That’s me ” he said, “Honest John Buckman.” 

“Wait here a minute.” she told him their. “Ill be right 
back.” She moved away toward ihe rear of the apartment, 
A moment later she returned carrying a inan\ terry-cloth 
robe over her arm. She tossed it to him, “I think ihatll fit. 
Now go make yourself comfortable—-to borrow from the 
usual male approach. You make uneasy, all dressed up 
while Vm the other way. You can use t!ip bathroom. I’ll fix 
us another drink while I’m waiting.” 

He moved toward the rear- of the apartment, Bown a 
short hall was the bath. Just past it'was her bedroom. The 
door was open. A small lamp was lit, throwing off a diffused 
rose-colored glow. There were black silk sheets on the big 
queen-sized bed and he saw that the covers were turned back. 
He looked around amazed at the walls and ceiling, entirely 
covered by mirrors. As he stood in the doorway his own re¬ 
flection was thrown back from scores of different angles. 
Man, he thought, this was going to be something. He whistled 
fioftly to himself, then backed out and went into the bath- 
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room. He awiftly undressed and draped his clothes over a 
chair. 

When he went back into the kitchen, wearing only the 
robe belted loosely in front, he asked, ‘*Hey, how come this 
thing fits so well? Did you know I was coming?” 

‘*I could make a joke,” she said, “but it wouldn't be lady¬ 
like,” 

“So it isn't much of a joke, anyhow. Answer my question.” 

“When I bought that rohe I described the size of the man 
Fd like to have wear it. The clerk listened and that's the size 
she gave me.” 

When they finished the drinks she had fixed they were 
both fairly well loaded. They decided to dance in the robes 
they were both wearing. It was real crazy. Buckman found 
himself going into a dip every chance he had. When he did, 
his leg would thrust up between her thighs. The second 
time, her nails began to bite into his hack through the cloth 
of the robe. After a while, when they straightened up, Myrna 
was swaying dizzily. Her eyes were closed and she giggled, 
her mouth alack, 

“Fm gettin' tipsy, sweetie,” she said, her voice suddenly 
hoarse. “Hoi’ me. HoF me real tight and don’t let me fall” 

Her arms went around his waist. She snuggled closely 
against him. Suddenly she reached between them and 
loosened both their robes. He saw the exciting white globes 
of her breasts tipped with erect pink nipples and she eagerly 
pressed against him. Her hips began to grind. He felt the 
whole warm soft curved length of her, straining and squirm¬ 
ing as his own hot blood surged into ever-rising need of her. 
Her breasts were soft pillows of flesh against his bare chest, 
the erect nipples like amorous little arrowheads burning into 
him. 

They kissed, tasting deep of each other, mouths demanding, 
seeking to consume, tongues avid. 

When they broke apart she gasped, “Oh, Jack, Jack! You 
wait. Count to fifty. And then come after me. Oh, lover!” 

She turned and walked unsteadily toward her bedroom. 

He did as she said, then followed. He stood in the bed¬ 
room doorway, his pulse throbbing, pounding, as he looked. 

She was on the bed, lying on the black silk sheets that made 
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her while flesh even whiter. She was on her back, arms out- 
flung, one leg bent at the knee and gracefully curved. Her 
flaring hips were delicately, rhythmically moving in that 
instinctive, age-old invitation. Her breasts, even in this re¬ 
cumbent position, still thrust boldly upward, globular and 
imposing with the crimson tips that crowned them like ripe 
berries. Her slightly rounded belly dipped invitingly toward 
the vale that drew Buckman’s masculine attention. 

And the mirrors threw back the reflection of this naked 
goddess-Hke vision from scores of different angl^. 

He moved over beside her, his robe stiU hanging open. 
Her hands moved inside it, massaging his chest, his stomach, 
and then hb strong thighs. 

“Lover, lover—” she whispered urgently, her fingers frene¬ 
tic on his flesh, tugging at his robe. 

He let it fall to the floor. 

“Be easy, darling,” she whispered, “Slow and gentle.” 

He leaned above her, his open lips working down her 
shoulders, then encircling the taut nipples. His hands moved, 
searching and caressing, until he had her writhing, twisting, 
and moaning with impatience. 

Eyes shut, she whispered, “I can’t stand it—” 

He made her stand it a while longer. After momenta 
agonizing to both of them she let out a piercing cry, envelop¬ 
ing him with her soft wet flesh, her body clasping his. 

Passion like music • . . slow at first, deep and probing, 
exploring . . . the start of a symphony of mind and . . , 
picking up tempo as the theme was established . . . pausing, 
resting, learning and at last rising to a frenzied crescendo. 
Myma’s fingernails dug into his back but he was unaware of 
the hurt. As her body arced against his, he exploded into a 
soaring, whirling allness of bliss . *. 
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HE awoke the next morning, staring at a nauseating num¬ 
ber of Jack Buckmans each of whom^ condemned to eternal 
torment, naked and red-eyed, stared accusingly back at him 
from the mirrors^ God, he thought, to see your horrible 
self multiplied this way. His head throbbed, his stomach was 
aflutter and his mouth was stuffed with sweat socks. His 
eyes burned and his whole face was puffed with dissipation* 
His own nude body looked obscene to his aching eyes. 

He rolled over onto his stomach and buried his head in 
the pillow* 

“Christ,” he said, “IVe done it again. What the helfs 
the matter with me? What’s gotten into me, damn it?” 

A tide of cold guilt engulfed him. He had no right to Be 
whoring around this way. He was a married man with a 
woman-child, a wonderful young daughter, and both Fay 
and Joannle loved him and needed him and would hate him 
for doing a thing like this. 

And who needed things like this, anyhow? What good did 
it do Mm? Too much booze, a spate of crazy talk, an hour or 
so of teasing build-up, then a brief moment of ecstasy. Why, 
hell, he could get the same thing at home, as good or even 
better. So what in the name of the everlasting God was the 
cruddy matter with him, anyhow? 

Well, actually he knew, of course, hut it was a long story 
and a complicated one. Anyway, knowing more or less why 
he did these things, why he felt the dark compulsion to do 
them, changed nothing and did not stop him from doing 
them over and over again. 

The whole operation was a senseless, stupid merry-go- 
round—like Ms head felt right now. 

23 
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And when would this d^urin feeling ston—if ever? 

Soddf^nlv he wondered what the time was. Jesus, if it was 
verv late^ if he sleot too long, he would never make the 
trark in time. Nor would he he able to study the racing charts, 
the essential first sten of his daily operation, if he wanted to 
come UP with winners or even make a living. Missing the 
first Connie of ra'^es—they could easily be the winning ones 
—might plunge him into a losing streak that would last days 
or even weeks. 

He turned on his side, reaching for his wrist watch on the 
dresser. Looking at the dial, he collapsed in relief back on 
the pillow. Only ten o’clock, thank God. He wound the 
wat^h and put it on. As he got out of bed, try as he would, 
he could not avoid seeing those multiple images of Jack 
Buckman, half-sick, naked, ashamed and guilty, which kept 
haunting him from the mirrored walls and ceiling. 

The living room held no sign of Myma. She must have 
gone out. He was glad. He could not have endured looking 
at her or talking to her this morning. She was a semi*pro 
at best, he told himself. Anyhow, she was only a cheap 
pushover who had just happened to take a liking to him. 
Hell, she probahly had a new guy every other night. He 
wanted no part of her now because he fell as if some of her 
cheapness had rubbed off on him. 

He had to gulp down a heavily vodka-dosed Bloody Mary 
before he could eet up the courage to shower. The slinging 
jets helped clear his head and afterward, except for needing a 
shave, he felt and looked a great deal belter. He dressed and 
left the apartment. 

He picked up a Morning Telegraph on his way to his hotel. 
There, he ordered ham and eggs sent up to the room. While 
he ate he looked over the past-performance charts of the 
horses scheduled to run in the first race. After he had 
handicapped the first two races he wearily put the paper aside. 
He closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose. It 
was a real struggle to concentrate this morning. Too much 
booze again. He told himself he would have to watch that, not 
tie on too big a one during the week. He couldn’t afford to 
be foggy when he was doing his work—and handicapping 
horses was his work now, just as he had told Angie. 
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He got up from the table, went over to the dresser and 
picked up the roll of money there. He counted slowly—about 
four hundred. He decided he would go for a hundred today. 
If he won, fine. Even if he lost, if he had a bad day, there still 
would be enough left to keep him going for a couple more 
days. 

Looking down at the money, he suddenly realized that 
it seemed unimportant. Since he bad b'^man to gamble heavily 
and to win the money itself no longer had any meaning. The 
bills were just a wad of green paper—tickets, coupons. The 
thrill now was in watching the horses run, in not knowing 
whether you were going to win or lose until one of them 
crossed the finish line. Funny—even winning what once had 
seemed like a real bundle, the way he had won yesterday, no 
was a big thrilh Only the action itself really counted now. 

He wondered then if maybe the head shnnkers, like Dr. 
Bergler, could possibly be right when they said a gambler 
really wanted to lose—that he never would really be happy 
until he lost, that he was basically a masochist intent on 
self'punishment. The first time he had read that he had 
laughed till he had nearly split a gut, it had seemed so 
ridiculous. Lately, though, the psychiatrist’s theory did not 
strike him as being so ludif'rous. Sometimes he thou?^ht there 
might be something to it. Then another thought would come; 
What the hell, all of us are kooks one way or another. Maybe 
he was a lot better off with a gambling neurosis than he would 
be with some other affliction, like being an exhibitionist or 
something. 

He sprawled out on the couch to rest his eyes and let his 
mind wander back, thinking how the whole thing had 
started * . - 

Jack Buckman had married Fay when they were both 
eighteen, soon after he graduated from high school. They 
both worked at first, Fay as file clerk in an insurance office 
and Jack in the mail room of one of the big Madison Avenue 
ad agencies. At night he took advertising courses at N. Y. U, 
A few months after they were married, Fay, taking her 
pregnancy hard, had to quit work, and Joannie was horn at 
the end of that year. Buckman stuck out the evening courses 
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one more year, and that was it He left the big agency and 
took a job as a apace salesman for a group of trade joumals. 
He was not a good salesman, however, and after a year of 
rough going, he quit and became apprentice layout man with 
a small Lexington Avenue agency. He was happy there and 
in a few years rose from seventy-five dollars a week to a 
hundred, and finally to hundred and fifty dollars. 

He and Fay made a down payment on a house in a North 
Jersey development called Greenview Acres. Then the varied 
pressures and diversions of suburban living had started to 
tell on Buckman, He began to drink too much at parties. 
Sometimes he found himself in the hack seat of his car, 
parked on a dark country road, making quick and violent 
love to a neighbor’s wife who had also drunk too much. Then 
he had a couple of torrid affairs with girls in the office. 
Several nights he did not come home, telling himself that 
he would call Fay in about an hour, hut when the hour came 
he would be too involved in working a young woman into 
the nearest bed to remember to call Fay. 

Although she never actually caught him and he always 
denied guilt. Fay, of course, knew the meaning of the lip¬ 
stick stains on his collar, the smell of another woman’s 
perfume on him. They had violent quarrels about it Buckman 
always felt terrible afterward, and would swear to himself 
that he would not he untrue to Fay again. However, he never 
could make his noble intentions come to anything. 

Boredom with his job, with the otherwise humdrum ex¬ 
istence of suburban life, would set in again. Another woman 
would subtly signify her willingness and he would be off 
again—to wind up with her half-naked in an automobile or 
completely so in a hotel room. 

For a long time Buckman did not know that Fay was 
drinking steadily during the day at home. He could not smeU 
liquor on her because she was drinking vodka, as he found 
out later. At first he noticed only that she was unusually 
vivacious when he got home from work and that sometimes 
the couple of drinks they had before dinner got her tight a 
lot faster than they should have. Then she started to get 
stoned at parties far too early. Sometimes she would pass out 
by nine o’clock and he would have to take her home. 
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She beFan tr> lose weight living on Dractically nothing but 
alcohol She be^an to get careless in her appearance* Soon 
they were aTJifiiinj?; almost constantly about that or about her 
drinking in general Buckman used Fay’s loss of attraction 
to him and their constant bickering as an excuse to stay 
away from home more and more and to sample more fre¬ 
quently the favors of other women. 

One day, six months ago, a neighbor talked him into go¬ 
ing to the race track one Saturday afternoon, Buckman 
placed a two-dollar bet on the daily double and won a 
hundred and fourteen d*>]l«»-3. He had never known such a 
thrill as he got while watching *^his” horse in the second 
race come thunderins: across the finish in front, to win the 
second half of the double* 

After that he was hooked* 

For a few weeks he went to the track every Saturday, Two 
Saturdays in a row' he won over a hundred dollars. Instead 
of guessing, just playing hunches, he began to study, to read 
books on horse racing* He learned how to use the past- 
performance charts, and began to accumulate knowledge of 
handicapping. 

Before long Saturdays were not enough for him. He started 
to bet with bookie. As soon as he did that, though, he went 
into the hole. He had no luck with them. He needed to be at 
the track, needed to get the feel of the thing, needed to know 
about last minute changes, like switching jockeys, extra 
weight on horses, entries being scratched* After losing nearly 
two hundred dollars with a bookie, Buckman, desperate, 
pleaded sick one noon and took an afternoon off from work 
to go out to the track. He won his two hundred dollars back, 
plus fifty more. 

He started taking more and more afternoons off* Soon 
the owner of the agency where he was working found out 
what Buckman was doing* He wound up getting the can tied 
to him. 

Instead of looking around for another job, Buckman 
started going to the track every day. Now he was nervous 
and scared. He was betting with money from their savings 
account, money that should be paying grocery bills, medical 
hills, the mortgage and car payments. He found out then the 
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truth of the expression, **Scared money never In a 

few days he was broke, and in two weeks he had lost every 
cent he could beg or borrow from friends or neighbors. 

Fay grew hysterical when she found out what he was doing. 
Turning to the bottle stilf more openly, she stayed drunk 
most of the time. Finally, when he could not borrow even 
another ten dollars, Buckman faced the fact that he had had it 
and would have to go back to work. There was a big, angry 
and tearful scene with Fay, which ended with his promising 
her that he would quit gambling. Making a determined effort, 
he landed a new job the following day. 

The fever was still in him, however. He avidly watched 
the racing news and kept a list of theoretical bets. One after¬ 
noon about a month before, after lunching on martinis, he 
went out to the track. He won a hundred and fifty dollars. 
The next day, cold sober this time, he started earlier, taking 
a couple of hours in Penn Station, before boarding the train 
for the track, to handicap the first four races. That day he 
won three hundred dollars. He made up his mind, then, that 
he could make his living that way. His decision was made a 
necessity when his new boss fired him for taking off two 
afternoons in a row. 

He began to go to the track every race day, betting boldly 
but not recklessly. From each day’s winnings he set aside a 
certain amount to bet the next day. If he lost his betting 
stake he quit for the day, even if it was only the second or 
third race. If his luck was good, he kept riding it with 
progressively larger bets. At the end of a week he was ahead 
four hundred and fifty dollars. 

That was when he decided that he would never go back to a 
regular job. 

When he told Fay, his decision touched off a monumental 
row. She threatened to leave him. Then she promised to quit 
drinking if he would change his mind. Stubbornly refusing to 
give in, Buckman called her bluff. She did not leave nor did 
she quit drinking. The situation developed into a sort of 
armed truce. Lately, several times a week, Buckman did not 
bother to come home. Fay no longer became angry about this 
although she must have known he was sleeping around. She 
gave him the icy silence treatment. 
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Joannie, their daughter, was getting more and more moody 
and nervous as tension ruled the household. For her sake, 
Buckman knew, some time soon they would have to take 
some positive action to mend the situation. But he stiM was 
not quite sure what . - - 

As he lay in his hotel rooms pondering all this, Buckman 
suddenly thought of the girl he had met at Belmont the day 
before, Angie, Cute little Angie, with that tempting little 
torso. He remembered that he was supposed to meet her at 
the bar before the first race. He looked at his watch: twelve 
o'clock. The first race would start at one-fifteen. That meant 
he should be at the clubhouse at twelve forty-five. If he took a 
cab, he could just about make it 
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SHE was already there, waiting for him, sipping a sherry 
cooler. Today she was wearing a dress, he saw with some 
surprise—a iimple cornflower-blue little summer frock, belted 
at the waist. She looked breathtakingly lovely and just about 
seventeen years old. She seemed very nervous, glancing 
around apprehensively as he approached. She actually 
jumped, startled, when he came up behind her and said, *‘Hi, 
Angie.” 

*‘OhI” She clasped her hand to her breast and took a deep 
breath of relief. “^Thank goodness, it's you.” 

He laughed. ^‘Who'd you think it was? And why so Jumpy, 
baby?” He put his arm around her waist, gave her a com¬ 
forting squeeze and was surprised when she snuggled against 
him like a frightened child. She gave a little shiver even as 
she smiled up at him. 

Seriously concerned for her now, Buckman said. **Come on, 
tell me about it, kid. Maybe I can help,” 

*T don’t know,” she said, “I don’t know if anybody can 
help. It*s such a mess, all of it*—^uch a rotten, stinking mess,” 
She turned her face up to his, her eyes wide and solemn, 
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her voice low hut vehement, “It's just that I’m no good, Jack, 
No damned good. Oh, why don’t you get out of here, get 
away from me, while you still have a chance, before 1 get you 
into trouble, tool” 

“Honey, honey,” he said soothingly. He patted her cheek, 
then gently rubbed his hands along the soft, silky flesh of her 
upper arms, ‘Take it easy now, will you? Nobody’s going to 
hurt you while I’m here. What is it—or who is it? That 
character who was bugging you yesterday?” 

She nodded and glanced around fearfully, Buckman swung 
his gaze around but the man was nowhere in sight. The 
clubhouse at this early hour was still half empty. 

“Yes,” Angie said, “it’s Zeke, He—” 

“Zeke who?” 

“Jarvis, Anyway, that’s the name he uses now, I—Jack, you 
might as well know it—Fve been living with him. Almost a 
year now. He’s the one who got me into—” She waved her 
arm, to indicate the track surroundings “—into this mess.” 

“You mean he started you touting?” 

“That’s it He was a loner until he met me but be said 
he’d been looking for a girl partner for a long time. He told 
me about all the big money we could make working together, 
and I was fascinated by the guy and—” 

“Why?” Buckman interrupted, “He didn’t look like any* 
thing special to me.” 

“I know, I know,” she said wearily. “It’s not that he’s so 
terribly handsome, or anything. I don’t understand, really. 
Maybe because he’s so full of evil and so awfully arrogant 
about it. Women are crazy, sometimes, about men like that, 
Jack, God knows why.” 

He smiled wryly, “Weil, thanks. Yesterday you said you 
were attracted to me—ao maybe I’m evil?” 

She held out her band to him protestingly. “OH, no! Not 
at all. That’s just why I was attracted to you—you’re so 
different. You’re kind and gentle. Jack, and yet you’re strong. 
Your strength comes from goodness, just the opposite of 
Zeke’s.” She shrugged, “Anyhow, I thought I was in love 
with the guy and I went all the way for him, hook, line and 
sinker, I believed everything he told me. if he said jump, I’d 
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say how high? Oh, I went the route, all right,” She shuddered, 
“It—it was awful. Jack, believe me,” 

“And now you’re trying to teU me that you don’t love him 
any more—Is that it?” 

She almost spat it out: “I hate him. I loathe that man. 
Jack!” 

“So leave him,” Buckman said, “What’s the problem?” 

“Honey, you don’t know him. I want to leave him and I’ve 
tried to, believe me. But he always caught up with me and 
made me come back and when he did he’d beat me up bad. 
He told me he’d do it every time I tried to leave him. And he 
will too,” 

She looked up at Buckman, her eyes soft and pleading but 
full of hurt and trouble, “I’m sorry,” she went on, “I know 
this sounds like a bad soap opera. I know you probably think 
I’m shooting you a big line. But I’m not,” 

“Look,” he said. “I can tell you’re okay. I believe you.” 

She gave him a quick sweet smile and continued, “When 
he beat me, he hit me in places where it didn’t show. He 
knew just how to do it, how to hurt me so bad I’d want to die 
—and yet I wouldn’t be able to prove anything if I went to 
the police.” She shivered and forced a wan smile that came 
and went so quickly it was hardly noticeable. “Anyhow, it’s 
all over now. I finally made it—1 hope. If only he doesn’t 
catch up to me.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“When I met you, yesterday, Jack, you gave me courage. 
I realized there are other guys in the world and I didn’t have 
to put up with the Zeke Jarvis type. This morning while he 
was out getting coffee I packed my things and moved out of 
the hotel,” 

“Good girl,” he said. “You finally got smart,” 

Again she glanced around apprehensively. “Yeah—if I 
get away with it. Look, Jack, I’ve got to go. Eight this minute. 
IVe stayed here too long as it is. Zeke will come along looking 
for me. He’s a devil and he knows me through and through. 
He could have figured I’d arranged to meet you here.” 

She got down from the bar stool. “I’m taking a powder. 
If you want to see me anymore, you’ll have to come with me*” 

“Where you going?” he asked quickly. 
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*‘I don^t know, just anywhere away from the track.” She 
looked around again, obviously growing more nervous, “Let’s 
get going, please.” 

She started walking away* Buckman watched her, letting 
his gaze rove over the soft, smooth shapeliness of her legs, 
the graceful curve of her hips, pinching in sharply at the 
waist, faintly limning her round firm little huttock beneath 
her skirt. Everything about her sent charges of hot desire 
flooding through him. Even the way she held her head, her 
saucy walk, really sent him. Go with her? He’d go to hell 
with this dish, if he had to—^to hell and back again. 

He moved fast, caught up with her and hooked his arm 
through hers. She hugged It close so that he felt the soft 
swell of her breast. It sent a pleasant charge of electricity 
through him. She looked up at him smiling softly, gratefully, 
as though telling him she was glad he had decided to come 
along. Neither of them spoke until they got outside the build¬ 
ing. Then Angie said: 

“Do you have a car?” 

“No. Not here.” 

“Can you get one?” 

“I can rent one. Where do you want to go?” 

“I just want to ride somewhere. Pd like to go out into the 
country where there’s grass, green and soft, and fresh air; 
where there are great leafy trees and shade and soft breezes. 
Especially with you, Jack. Pve been in the city so long—ao 
awfully damned long. Pm tired of it, Pve got to get away.” 

She looked up at him, silently pleading. “Will you take me 
out into the country? Please, darling?” 

He cupped her chin with his hand. Their eyes held and he 
had all he could do to keep from wrapping his arms tight 
about that softly curved little body and heading down to 
search into the soft mouth, to clasp her firm little buttocks 
closer to him, right there in the midst of the crowd. He drew 
a ragged breath. Later . . , 

“Sure,” he said- “Sure, baby, Pll take you out in the 
country-” 

They walked over to the U-Rent-It place and Buckman 
hired a Caddy convertible for the day. They put the top down 
and drove out of the track. “Where do you want to go?” 
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Buckman asked. *'Any place special in mind? Somewhere on 
the Island? Jones Beach, maybe?” 

“No ” she said. ‘‘The Island*s too flat. The B^ch would 
be too sunny-bright and—oh, I don’t know, not right ibe 
mood I’m in. Fd like rolling hills and open meadows and httle 
wooded glades. How about Westchester? Let’s just drive up 
there until we see a nice place, the right place, and then stop. 
Okay?” She smiled at him skyly- 

“BeautifuL” He headed the car toward the Triboro 

Bridge. 

Angie slipped over close to hina then, the softness of her 
thigh tight against his own. She let her head go back apinst 
the seat, her red*brown hair blowing, some of it wisping 
over her face. He looked down at her and saw that she looked 
young, sweet and little-girlish and somehow pixyish, Her 
eyes were closed and there was a small smile of contentment 
on her lips. 

“It’s going to be wonderful,” she said softly. “So wonder¬ 
ful. Fve wanted something like this for so long. Jack, I fpl 
fpee—for the first time in a year. You don’t know what it*s 
Uke.” 

“Maybe I do,” he said, “Maybe I feel the same way.” 

“I hope so.” 

She rested her hand on his thigh, moved it a little 
caressingly, then left it there. His pulse raced. He felt that 
he could not wait until they reached some lonely, lovely place 
where they could park the car and get out. Why did it have 
to be broad daylight, anyway? If only it was nighttime, they 
would not even have to get out of the car. The idea of having 
her right here in the car excited him. He never really had 
made love to a woman xn a car^—^not to a desirable woman 
like Angie. The quick, hurried couplings during parlies, 
with wives of some of his suburbanite neighbors meant 
nothing. HeU, that form of exercise could not even be called 
love-making. It was merely a hangover from high-school 
days. Buckman wished that women were not too self-con¬ 
scious, usually, to do anything in broad daylight. Well, if he 
was lucky, maybe he could find some remote wood spot . . - 
After a while, she said, “Jack, we don’t really know 
anything about each other. Tell me about yourself.” 
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He did so, trying not to gloss anything over, or make him¬ 
self a hero and his wife and the rest of the world wrong. He 
told it to her straight. When he was through, he said, “There 
you are. Now you know what a lousy heel you’re out with, 
what a neurotic jerk.” 

“Don’t say that,’’ she said, “because it’s not true. If you 
were really a heel, you wouldn’t give a damn, you wouldn’t 
feel guilty, as you do. Listen—we’re all crazy in different 
ways, Jack. We’re all going quietly nuts. We can’t help it, 
it’s such a creepy world we live in. What are we going to do? 
Why, we have to make the best of it, get what we can that’s 
sweet and good and exciting out of the whole loused-up 
mgss^ 

He made no response, and she began to tell him about 
herself. She was born and raised in a small New Hampshire 
town called Higgins Falls. When she was twelve, her mother 
and father were killed in an automobile accident. For two 
years she was miserable, she stayed in a shell and made no 
friends. She did none of the things normal kids of her age 
did. She felt desolated^—the world had ended for her when her 
parents died. She went to live with her married sister and her 
husband who were good to her in their own way. When she 
was fourteen, she suddenly realised that she was pretty, that 
she was practically grown up and that boys were interested 
in her. 

Laughing a little at herself, Angie said, “I did a complete 
switch, then. I got a little wild, I became a real little heller. 
All the attention I suddenly attracted went to my head. I 
began to drink a lot and went around with a wild crowd. 
After I finally lost my virginity Fd go to bed with any good- 
looking young guy whom 1 happened to like at the moment 
Anne, my sister, and Les, her husband, couldn’t do anything 
with me. Then one night when I was about sixteen, my 
brotherdn-law tried to get into bed with me. What I mean is 
—well, he actually did get into bed with me. Fd come home 
from a party where Fd bad a lot to drink, and I was sleeping 
It off. At first, in my drunken stupor, I thought I was with the 
boy 1 d been out with earlier in the evening. By the time I 
realized it was reaUy Les, my sister’s husband, it was just a 
little too late.” 
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She broke off, remembering, and shook her head from side 
to side. '‘It was awful. Jack, I pushed him off and tried to 
fight him but by then he was like a crazy man. I couldn’t do 
anything with him. Then I started to scream. My sister came 
in and she started hitting him—God, it was like a nightmare, 

ril never forget it” ^ 

Buckman said, ‘T can imagine. Your sister should have 

castrated the son of a bitch.” 

Her mood changed then. ‘‘Well, frankly, it wasn’t alto¬ 
gether the poor guy’s fault. You see, he knew how wild I d 
been. He’d heard the stories, even if some of them were 
exaggerated. Then, too, I knew that Les had hots for me 
and I used to tease him something awful, letting him see me 
in my panties and bra, and like that. I guess I thought it was 
cute or something. I realize now that it was crazy, that I was 
just asking for trouble, the way I used to parade around in 
front of him, showing him what he was missing, making him 
drool. Oh, I was a real little bitch!” 

Then she told Buckman that a few days after her brother- 
in-law had tried to rape her, she ran away and came to New 
York. For the last two years in her own town she had heard 
over and over again how pretty she was. She thought she 
could become an actress or at least a model. Of course she 
discovered that pretty girls from the sticks were a dime a 
dozen in Manhattan. She had some miserable experiences 
modeling for cheap girlie and confession magazines. She 
tried working in an office but she could not stand the dull, 
unceasing grind of office work or the constant corny ap¬ 
proaches of the office wolves* 

Then one day, she went out to the race track with a friend, 
and there she had met Zeke Jarvis. 

“And that was the beginning of that routine,” she finished 
up. “You already know the rest.” 

In a few minutes, Angie pointed ahead to rolKng hillside 
acreage that was unmarred by any buildings. There were 
thick groves of trees on the slope and in the smaU valley 
below it a small brook glinted silver in the sun. 

“Look, Jack!” Angie said. “Over there. It’s perfect” 

“Sure is—if we can get in there,” Buckman respondei 
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“But suppose it"s private property or sornetliing? We might 
get arrested for trespassing/^ 

“The hell with it. If we can get in, well take a chance/’ 

A half-mile farther, he swung the car onto a dirt road 
that branched of! to the left They drove through trees for 
about a quarter mile then they suddenly stopped, dead-ended 
in a clearing against a log fence that had a Posted sign tacked 
on it. Beyond the fence a grassy slope led down to Ae brook 
far below. 

“What do you think?’’ Buckman said, turning off the 
motor, 

“Oh!” Angie clapped her hands together, delighted, “It’s 
marvelous, darling—perfect. But what does that sign mean?” 

“Only that they don’t want anybody hunting and fishing on 
the property, I don’t think we’re going to do any of that, 
are we?” 

She shook her head. “Uh-uh.” She slid over on the seat 
away from him, opened the door and got out* She looked 
back, reached her hand toward him, waggling her fingers. 
“Come on,” she said, “I can’t wait to feel that grass.” 

He got out of the car, as impatient as she was, hoping she 
felt that way for the same reason he did, but not sure. This 
was the best way to get it—if you got it. 


5 


HE had to help her over the fence. He climbed over first, then 
helped her climb up to the top rung. 

“Now jump,” he commanded. 

She came into his arms and he held her there, high, holding 
the soft, wonderful delight of her for the first 

“Let me down, you idiot!” she squealed. “Let me down!” 

He relaxed his grip and she slid down his body, letting 
him enjoy every lovely curving inch of her. He kept his arms 
snugly around her so that she was still pressed tight against 
him from the waist down. He saw a glazed look come into her 
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eyes, s sligHt flusH to her ?oiinde<i cheeks, siitd he knew thst 
she was as sharply aware of the intimate contact as he was. 
Then she averted her eyes, struggHng slightly to free herself, 
and the spell was broken. 

“Let me go. 1 want to take my shoes off and run on the 
grass so I can feel it under my bare feet. 

He kissed her gently on the side of her throat, felt her 
hunch her shoulders and heard her gasp with pleasure. Then 
he let her go. She hugged him for an instant and looking up 
at him, deadly serious now, she said softly, Thank you. 
Jack, for realking it wasn^t right for me—not just this 
minute,” 

Then she broke away from him and took off her shoes. She 
began to run down the slope, carrying them in one hand, her 
shiny pony tail flying in the breeze. He ran after her and she 
veered away, calling to him, “You can’t catch me! 

They raced, weaving and dodging like a couple of kids. 
When he finally caught her, they were both breathing hard. 
He bent and scooped her up into his arms and carried her 
toward a narrow, shady glade near the bottom of the hill, 
where the grass was short but thick, green and soft. He set 
her gently down and then he sprawled beside her, while they 
regained their breath, smiling their delight at each other. 
They rested in this shady spot, so cool and quiet except for 
the whispering of the soft wind through the trees and 
the chirping of birds in the nearby thickets. 

“You can’t even hear the parkway traffic here^” Angie 
said after awhile. 

“You’re right,” he said, “you can’t This place is really 
peaceful.” 

“It’s as though we were here and all alone in the world, 
just us two. Oh, wouldn’t that be nice. Jack, if we really 
were?” 

“We really are—right now, right here, right this minute.’ 

“Do you like it that way?” ^ 

“Sure—as the song says, like it like that . . / ” 

“Nut!” she said, smiling at him as she smoothed her skirt, 
straightening the hem line. 

“I really am crazy, you know,” he told her, “Real flipped.” 

“How so?” She raised her eyebrows in mock alarm. 
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‘‘Over you, I mean,” 

Not saying anything to that, she lay back, looking up at the 
blue sky through the trees. Her hand reached out and her 
fingers laced with his and squeezed. 

“You know, it’s funny,” she said 

“What is?” 

“Well, you read about it in books, you see it in the movies 
and on TV and you think, my God, what corn! How 
ridiculous can you get? Then, bang, out of nowhere, it^s 
suddenly happening to you and it’s so damn big and real, 
all of a sudden, it scares the bejabbers out of you,” 

“What the devil are you talfcbg about?” Buckman said, 
watching her, 

“I mean a guy walks up to you, a guy you didn’t even 
know existed a fraction of a second before, and you look at 
each other and suddenly everything inside of you goes hay¬ 
wire, You talk a little and each moment you feel yourself 
getting more and more hooked and the feeling inside of you 
gets crazier and crazier. Then the guy goes away and you 
try not to think about him. You tell yourself you’re acting 
like a silly ten-year-old kid. But it doesn’t take. You keep 
remembering every little insignificant word you both said, 
be way he looked at you, the way you felt, and you wonder 
if he felt the same and you go crazy wondering about that, 
because he s got to or you’ll die. Then you see him again and 
it’s a thousand times worse and now all you want, all you 
need out of life is just to be with him, to see him, to touch 
him, to hear him and there’s nothing else in the world, nor 
ever will be.” 

She paused then, a little out of breath. Just above a whisper 
she said, “So, now you know. Now you know what a corny, 
moonstruck and sentimental little jerk of a female you’ve met 
up with.” 

He raised himself on one elbow and leaned over her. Her 
eyes were big dark pools now, above her delicately molded 
nose, the passion-promising fullness of her lips. His ey^ 
caressed her breasts a they rose and fell beneath the bodice 
of her dress, seeming to strain at the fabric that imprisoned 
them. 

“You want to know something?” he said. 
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*‘Yea, Jack” she breathed, 

“I love you too, Angie.” 

She closed her eyes and he kissed the dark lids lightly, 
reveling in the long lashes that tickled his lips. He kissed her 
nose and smoothed the hair back from her temples. He 
touched her mouth, gently exploring, and their lips fitted 
perfectly and drew to each other and he let his tongue taste 
the inside of her full lower lip, then lifted his mouth from hers. 
She swung her head away slowly, then back, her eyes wide 
now, her breathing fast and hard, like his own. Her eyea 
flashed a message, then closed. Her moist lips were a little 
apart, trembling slightly, waiting. 

He whispered, ‘‘Can I do what I want, Angie? 

“Yes.” The word came out sibilantly, urgently. It was more 
than consent. “Do what we both want, 

“It’s never been like this with me before.” 

“I know ” she said softly, “nor with me, either,” 

“I want^—whatever happens—to last forever—because 
there has never been and never will be anything else like it. 

“I know. I know,” She gasped, for his hand had undone 
the top button of her dress and slipped inside, where it closed 
over her firm but yielding breast. His searching, worshiping 
fingers felt the erectness of its nubile tip through the lacy bra 
she wore. 

He removed his hand and undid some more buttons and 
spread her dress bodice wide. The hra had a fastener m 
front Trembling, his heart hammering, he unsnapped the 
hook. He eased apart the two sections of the bra, and there 
were the small but perfect hemispheres, glowing and soft, 
bared for him. Firm and round and white they were, with 
the delicately pink, tender tips spearing, calling to him. He 
lowered Ms face to the smooth warmth of them. His lips and 
tongue paid caressing homage to the womanly loveliness of 
her until she clutched his head savagely to her and cried 
out, “Oh, Jack—honey !” 

Groping, he found the hem of her skirt and reached up 
under it. Her thighs, velvet smooth, went burning hot be¬ 
neath his stroking fingers. They trembled as his eager hand 
shd upward. Then her clothing became no barrier and when 
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his questing touch closed on her quivering flesh she uttered 
an accepting cry. 

Then they became blind and mindless, writhing with their 
need for each other. Hurrying, they stripped, a chore that 
seemed endless yet magic with mutual anticipation and 
discovery. She lay watching from heavy-lidded eyes as the 
weight of him answered her invitation and their mouths 
locked together, twisting, demanding, their tongues seeking 
and fencing, their breathing forced and heavy. They sought 
and worked toward each other with such frantic need that 
both unwittingly hindered rather than helped—but that was 
all a part of their learning and made discovery all the more 
wonderful when, after agonizing moments of frustration, 
their goal was reached and Angie cried out his name, high- 
pitched and breathless—and went on repeating it in a rhyth¬ 
mical beat, a metronome for the reciprocating movements of 
their bodies. His arms wound around her, ever more tightly 
and her hands clasped his baundhes, demanding more. 

Then at last they rushiid spilling over the brink 

into a maelstrom of blinding oneness, swift hot bursts of 
ecstasy , . , 

For long moments they lay locked, trying to breathe, each 
feeling the terrible beating of the other’s heart, close to¬ 
gether, As the excitement subsided, he kissed her gently on 
the lips, then nose and eyes and breast, and their first seem- 
ingly predestined lovemaking was complete. 

^gie sighed softly, “Oh, darling, darling!” she whispered, 
her hands stroking his head, gently ruffling his hair. “Lie 
back and rest, lover,” she told Mm. 

He rolled from her and lay sprawled on his back, staring up 
at the clouds that moved across the sky. He tried to think 
and he could not. There was notMng to think of now^ 
everytMng was complete—he owned the world and everything 
in it . -, 

Later, driving back to the city, he asked, “Where are your 
bags?” 

“I checked them in a locker at the bus station.” 

“WeH get them first,” he told her, 

“First?” she repeated, 

“After that you’ll move in with me, at my hotel.” 
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*'Are yoti sure that’s what you want, Jack?” she whispered. 

“Yes, it’s what I want. You don’t think we can ever be 
apart now do you?” 

“Oh, no, I Imow we can’t,” she said intensely. 

He glanced at her and realized that he could not look at 
her enough. She was more lovely every time his eyes turned 
toward her. There were so many facets to her beauty, such 
excitement to her animated, expressive face, 

“Come over here,” he told her. 

She glanced sideways at him, smiling, her eyes shining, 
“What for?” She teased, 

“Just come over here and 111 show you,” he repeated. 

She slid over close to him. His right hand reached down, 
onto her knee, then slid up under her skirt to explore the 
silky smoothness of her inner thigh. In a moment she was 
gasping. 

“No, Jack, honey, not here!” she protested, 

“Why not?” 

“We—we’re driving along in traffic, you idiot!’* 

“So what? Nobody can see.” 

“No, hul“” She caught her breath, biting her lip. “But— 
I——can—Jack, you’re—driving me—crazy!” 

“I know. I love to,” he told her. 

She twisted, arched forward, writhed in the seat, but did 
not pull away. “But—it’s^not—fair!” she cried. “Oh, Jack, 
stop! My God, don’t! Stop, Jack, please!” 

“You sound like that old joke: ‘Stop! Don’t! Don’t stop!* 
Which do you mean?” he demanded, grinning, 

“Ooooooooh! , . , You bastard!” She groaned. “All right 
for you, then—two can play at this game.” 

Her hand darted toward his lap. It pleased him at first but 
in a few moments he had to object. “Okay, okay, you win! 
If we both don’t quit, 1 won’t be worth a damn when we get 
to the hotel.” 

She moved away from Mm then. “Thought you were a 
smart guy, didn’t you?” She giggled affectionately, “Picking 
on a poor, defenseless woman?” 

“Yeah,” he said, “about as defenseless as a wildcat. Just 
wait until I get you up in our room though.” 
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‘‘I can wait—just about that long,’* she said, wanting kirn 
with her eyes* 

They picked up her two suitcases at the bus depot When 
they reached his hotel, Buckman checked her into the vacant 
room adjoining his. He had Horace unlock the connecting 
door. When the bellhop left, they moved toward each other 
as though at some unspoken signal. Buckman folded her in 
his arms. His hand moved up under the pony tail and 
caressingly massaged and kneaded the soft, sensitive nape of 
her neck, while she hunched her shoulders, savoring the 
delicious sensatioii* When their opened mouths tenderly 
joined, his hands moved to the hollow of her back, rubbing 
and pressing her there while she molded herself to him* Hia 
hands slid down to grasp, to pull her tightly against him. 
Almost imperceptibly her blps began to move, tentatively yet 
frankly seeking, 

A few moments later he forced himself away from her. 
They were both flushed and gasping for breath* 

AJmost harshly, he said, ‘‘Get undressed, honey.” He 
opened his skirt, shrugged out of it “Hurry, Angie,” 

She nodded, not speaking and they undressed fully for 
the first time, their eyes holding each other’s* When at last 
he saw her she was even more perfect than he had dreamed. 
Her small, compact body was beautifully proportioned* Her 
skin was creamy white, with not a blemish to be seen any¬ 
where, There was not an ounce of fat or loose flesh on her^— 
her thighs were marble-smooth and classically tapered* 

She came to him and ran her hands over his chest. “You’re 
beautiful, darling,” she told him, “You’re just the way I knew 
you’d be,” 

He grinned at her. “How about a shower first?” 

“Damn you—” But she laughed as she squeezed his hand. 

They stood under the lukewarm cascading water of the 
shower and soaped each other long and lingeringly, making a 
ritual of it Then unable to stand it any longer, slick and slip¬ 
pery with perfumed soap, they embraced fiercely, the hot tips 
of her breasts fiery darts trying to pierce his chest. His loving 
hands trying in vain to get enough of caressing the sweet 
riches of her Body, Rinsed clean of lather, they continued to 
stand under the torrent as they made love, a little awkwardly 
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but none tiie less satisfyingly, and the roar of the falling 
water muted but could not silence the cry she gave as the 
magnitude of his passion reached throbbing fulfillment 
They had dinner in a small open-air Italian restaurant 
in the Village. Later they went to a Dixieland jazz joint* 
After that they walked over to Washington Square Park and 
sat on a bench with the other lovers in the shadows all around 
them. They talked of their love and kissed and petted until 
both of them were again in an agony of desire for each other. 
The cab ride uptown to their hotel seemed to lake forever. 

In their room they made love again with the same quick, 
tender, yet somehow ferocious ardor that they had felt the 
firsTtiine. The dull gray of early dawn seeped into the room 
as finally they lay spent and exhausted in each other’s arms. 

Not once that day after meeting Angie had Buckman 
thought about his wife, his daughter or his home. He could 
think of nothing except the fiery-hot sweetness of this woman 
he had found, the woman who had seemed created solely for 
himself, as he felt that he had been born for her alone. 
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ANGIE awakened him the next morning in a way he had 
never before experienced. At first he thought he was dream¬ 
ing the most exciting dream he had ever had. Then the shock 
of what she was doing yanked him from sleep to burning 
wakefulness and he was devastatingly aware that it was no 
dream. He lay there, sighing and groaning, and at the last 
he tangled his fingers in her long hair and clutched fiercely, 
unable to move. 

When it was over, he lay still for several long moments. 
Angie began stroking his forehead and kissing his cheeks. 
^‘Fm terrible, aren’t I?” she whispered half fearfully, 
‘‘No, no,” he objected, “you’re wonderfuL” 

‘T couldn’t help it, I just had to. I looked at you and—well. 
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you were so magnificent, I don’t know what came over me. 
Did you like?” 

-a loved.” 

She gave a little sigh and snuggled up next to him. Soon 
they both dozed off. When they awoke again, Buckman called 
down to have breakfast sent to the room. After they had eaten, 
while they were sipping coffee and enjoying a cigarette, Buck- 
man was quiet, so quiet that Angie noticed it after awhile. 

“What’s the big problem?” she asked, 

“Us,” he said. 

“WTiat about us, honey?” 

“That’s the problem—whafs to be done about us? Fm in 
love with you, Angie. What does that mean to you?’^ 

“It means we both feel the same way,” she said simply, 

“Then we ought to do something about it.” 

“What can we do, Jack?” she demanded. “You’re 
married.” 

“Yea, I’m married—and I don’t want to be married 
except to you. Would you marry me right now if I was free, 
Angie?” 

She looked at him, her eyes shining with affection and said, 
“Yes, Jack, you know I would.” 

“So I’m going to get free, somehow. We’ll go someplace 
where 1 can get a quick divorce—^the Virgin Islands or 
Mexico, maybe.” 

She reached over and put her hand on his, “Jack, you 
shouldn’t rush into a thing like this. Wait a while. Be 
absolutely sure first, darling. Maybe it isn’t the real filing 
with you—how can you tell so soon?” 

“Goddamn it,” he said, “I know it’s the real thing. Don’t 
you?” Anxiously, struck by a sudden half-doubt, ke searched 
her face. 

She nodded. ‘Tes, but , - 

“No huts, Angie. It’s got to he that way. It’s the only 
fair thing for everybody concerned—^for my wife and kid, 
even.” 

She got up suddenly and walked over to the window to 
stand there, gazing out. Her back turned to him, she said, 
“What about your little girl. Jack? You’d be giving up an 
awful lot for me. It scares me to even think about it.” 
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“Civm" ut> Joannie’s going to hurt li'^e hell” he admitted, 
“Rut it1l be better for her, actually—once she accepts the 
idea, I haven't really been much of a father. Not lately, anv- 
h-w. And she’s seen nothing but conflict between her mother 
and me for a long time now. That hasn't be-^n any good for 
her. Actually, they’ll both be better off without me.” 

He got up, went over and stood behind Annie, put his arms 
around her waist She kept on staring out the window, her 
face troubled, even when he moved his hands up to cradle her 
breasts, 

“Don't worry about me,” he said, his tone reassuring, 
“ril be okay as long as I have you. You're all I want, all 
ril ever want.. . Angie, I think I’d better run over home and 
get things straightened out there. Have you got anything you 
can do while I’m gone?” 

She shrugged. “I’ll be all right How long will it take you?” 

“I don't know. Several hours at least, maybe longer. Look, 
why don't you do some shopping?” He squeezed her play¬ 
fully. “Go buy some pretty-pretties to show off that beautiful 
body, or something. I’ll leave you some money before I go.” 

Her eyes lighted up as she turned and gave him a quick 
hug. “You're a doll I haven’t bought any new clothes in so 
long. Zeke never gave me any money. He said the only clothes 
I needed were tlie things I wore at the track. That dress I 
had on yesterday is the only decent thing I have.” 

Buckman suddenly remembered that he had sent a lot of 
money home and that he had spent quite a bit yesterday hir¬ 
ing the Cad in the afternoon and taking Angie out in the 
evening, 

“Oh, hell,” he said. “I won’t be able to give you much 
right now. I’ve only got about three hundred. Will a hundred 
be enough?” 

“Plenty,” she said, smiling. “In fact, you don’t want to 
leave yourself short. Why don't you just make it fifty?*’ 

“You’re the doO,” he said, patting her fanny affectiotialely. 
“We’re not even married and already you’re saving me 
money,” 

They showered and dressed quickly and Buckman left. He 
rode the subway up to 181st Street, then took a Bergen 
County bus from tliere. On the familiar ride to the town where 
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he lived, he did a lot of thinking. Now that he was away from 
Angie he began to wonder if he was doing the right thing. 
What did he know about her reallv, except what she had told 
him? Sure, he knew now that she w^as terrific in bed, hot 
as she had said herself, maybe they ought to take more lime, 
not rush things, but get to know each other better. Good 
Lord, he thought dismally, Angie might really be a bum— 
after several days of fun and games she might get tired of 
him and go back to Zeke—or pick up with some new John. 
Then, remembering bow sweet she was, Buckman felt 
ashamed of himself. Hell, the kid just could never be that sort. 

Finally he decided that he would be in a much better 
position to make a sound judgment after they had been to¬ 
gether for a week or two. The only real way to get 
acquainted with a woman was to live with her. Look how it 
had been with his own wife. He would just tell Fay that he 
was going to be away for awhile, and let time take care of 
the rest 

He got off the bus at the little suburban depot and took 
a taxi out to the house. As they drew near it, he suffered 
pangs of remorse and guilt. He remembered how thrilled 
and happy he and Fay had been when they had first moved 
into the house, all the wonderful plans they had made for 
the future. What happened with people, anyhow, he won¬ 
dered, Why did they have to change? Why the devil couldn’t 
the world stay the way it used to be, with life so nice and 
smooth? Then he cursed softly, calling himself a fool for 
wishing for the impossible. 

He paid off the cabbie and marched up the front walk to 
the door, noticing that the lawn was freshly cut and edged. 
It looked nice. The door was locked so he got his key and 
let himself in. Everything was quiet; he heard nothing to 
indicate that anyone was home. He called out, “Fay!” 
When there w^as no answer, he repeated her name, louder 
this time. 

Still there was no answer. 

He glanced around the living room and saw that every¬ 
thing was neat and in order. Surprised, he rubbed a finger 
along the table top. There was not a speck of dust. His eye¬ 
brows rose. Ever since she had started hitting the bottle. 
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Fay had been a sloppy housekeeper. Maybe Joannie had 
finally decided lo clean up the place. 

Deciding that Fay either was over visiting a neighbor or 
had gone into town to buy a bottle, Buckman went tip- 
staira. Going into the bathroom, he stripped off his clothes, 
stuffing his lipstick-stained shirt and T-shirt deep into the 
bottom of the clothes hamper. He really did not give a 
damn whether Fay saw such marks or not, but it seemed a 
little cruel to put the clothes right on top, where she could 
not possibly miss seeing them, despite the fact that his 
infidelities did not much worry Fay any more. Nothing much 
did bother her, once she got lost in the depths of a fifth of 
gin or rum, or whatever her drink of the moment might be. 

Although he had already showered once this morning, he 
had put on soiled clothes afterward, so he stepped into the 
stall and quickly soaped and rinsed himself. He wrapped a 
towel around his iniddie and went into the bedroom to get 
some clean clothes. 

He stopped just inside the doorway, staring. 

A naked woman was on the bed. She was lying on her 
side, facing the doorway, with her head propped up on 
one hand. Her black hair, cut short and attractively coiffed, 
was slightly tousled and it gave her a gamin look that was 
enhanced by the way she wrinkled up her nose, then made 
a small face and flashed a quick, nervous smile at him. 

Buckman’s eyes traveled slowly over her, lingering on the 
mature lushness of the figure, full and womanly, without 
being fat—on the breasts, voluptuous mounds of flesh, 
topped by plump dark tips—on the hips, lyrelike and full¬ 
blown, tapering in gracefully to the long, fuU-fleshed thighs. 
Buckman felt desire stirring strongly in him as he stood 
there. 

At the same time he told himself that this was too 
ridiculous. This could not be Fay. He must be dreaming or 
suffering from hallucinations. Where was the sloppy, 
bloated, booze-ruined woman she had been the last time 
he had seen her? Surely Fay could not have changed this 
much since just a few days before. No, no, he corrected 
himself, not really. True, he had been home a few days ago, 
but he had not seen Fay then. Actually, he hadn’t really 
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seen ker in several weeks. He would come home during the 
day and she would he out. By the time she got hacky a brief 
note would he all that was left of his visit. Either that, or he 
would reach home late at night and leave again in the 
morning before she got up. So, when he came to think of 
it, maybe it was three weeks since he had taken a good look 
at Fay. Still that certainly wasn*t enough time to have 
produced this difference in her. 

She looked now, he saw, the way she had during the 
early days of their marriage, when he was still so madly in 
love with her that he could not look at her undressed, or 
often even clothed, without wanting to take her to bed then 
and there. 

He was still staring, stupefied, when she spoke. *‘Hi, 
honey! I was just taking my beauty nap. I hadn't expected 
you home today. How come you're not out at the track? 

He couldn’t even answer. He watched her as she grace¬ 
fully swung her legs over the edge of the bed and stood up. 
She yawned and stretched, languorously twisting her body, 
raising and thrusting forward her gourdlike, breath takingly 
beautiful breasts. At the same time her catlike movement 
accentuated the in-curve of her waist and emphasi 2 ed the 
lushness of her hips. 

*‘For God s sake. Fay!” Buckman finally managed to say. 
“What’s happened to you? How could you have changed so 
suddenly?” 

“It hasn’t been ‘so suddenly,’ Jack. You just haven’t 
noticed me the past few weeks. YouVe been . . .” 

“I know, I know,” he interrupted her. “But what’s done 
it? What’s changed you so?” 

“Do I look better?” Ignoring kis question, she slowly 
turned around, posing for him. 

“Great! Your eyes are clear again and all that puffiness is 
out of your face. You look ten years younger. Did you ^ve 
up the juice?” 

Mmin-hmm.” She nodded. ^*I didn’t want you to know 
until I was sure I could stay off it, Fm sure I can now, I 
haven’t had a drop of anything in over two weeks. I joined 

A. A.” 
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‘That’s swell,” He found himself confused, at, a loss for 
words, “Just swell.” 

“You don’t know how much it means to me—1 leet like 
a new woman. And IVe changed in other ways too, Jack. 
Inside of me, I mean. Fve lost all the resentment I felt about 
the way things have been with us the past few years, I 
realize now that a lot of it was my fault. Have you been 
doing well with the horses, hon? I should think so, if that 
money order you sent me the other night in any indication. 
Still a litde dazed, he asked, “Was it enough? IVe lost 
track of what had to be paid.” 

“I paid the two months’ back mortgage payments we 
owed, made a car payment and satisfied a couple of the 
department stores. There was even some left over about 
a hundred and fifty, I think.” 

“How’s Joannie?” he said then. 

“She’s fine but she misses you. Jack. Sometimes more 
than I do, I think. The main thing is that she’s so happy be^ 
cause I’ve stopped drinking. She can t seem to do enough 
for me, trying to show me how much she appreciates it. 
We’ve had some long heart-to-heart talks, lately, too, Joannie 
anj I_about a lot of things. She understands a lot of things 
better now, Jack.” 

“What do you mean?” he said auspiciously, “You still 
trying to hrainwash her, turn her against me, make her 
think the whole bit’s been my fault?” 

“No, honey,” Her denial was quiet but firm. “Just the 
opposite, I told you that I realize it has not been aO your 
fault. You must understand, dear, that Fve changed in al¬ 
most every possible way.” 

“Yeah?” he said skeptically. “What brought all this on?” 
“IVe been getting professional help with my problems— 
our problems, IVe learned that Fve got to stop trying to 
change you. None of us can change another person. We can 
only change ourselves. And IVe learned that I have to ac¬ 
cept what I can’t change,” 

“What’s aU that supposed to mean?” 

“Well, for one thing, darling, if you want to try to make 
a living hy gambling, 1 won’t ever say another word about 
it. FU stick with you—sink or swim,” 
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“For Christ’s sake, don’t be so damned patronizing, will 
you? I liked it better when you ranted and screamed and 
called me dirty names,” he said unreasonably, half-conscioua 
of his need to justify himself by criticizing her. 

She smiled gently. “No, you didn’t, dear. Not really. 
And Fm not being patronizing. I’m just telling you the way 
it’s going to he with us from now on. I love you, Jack; I 
always have and I always will. And I know now that you 
really love someone only when you can accept all sides of 
him.” 

He was touched as well as embarrassed by her words. As 
they talked, he found himself becoming more and more 
aware of her nakedness. Looking at the comely, feminine 
curves of her body—which he had not seen for several 
years but had once known and loved so dearly—was 
affecting him tremendously, no matter how neutral he tried 
to feel about her. Then he suddenly realized that the towel 
he still had wrapped around his middle was fast becoming 
inadequate to conceal the ardent emotions Fay was arousing 
in him. 

“Look,” he said harshly. “What is this, open forum in a 
nudist colony or something? Both of us standing here, 
naked, having a philosophical discussion. Let’s get dressed 
before we do any more yakking.” 

She laughed softly. “Jack, you’re actually blushing—^and 
I ought to be blushing too, the way you keep looking at 
me. You haven’t looked at me like that in a long, long time— 
but don’t stop doing it, honey. I love it,” she said happily. 

Her face and her whole wonderful body were suffused 
with a pink warmth now. As she moved slowly toward him, 
he could not take his eyes off the gorgeous breasts that 
bobbed gently with each step, the dark tips of them perked 
up now, proud, it seemed, and excited. 

Feeling foolish, he said almost sharply, “Oh, come on, 
will you, Fay I Let’s cut the teen-age romance bit- Fve got to 
get dressed and get back to the city. After all, it’s the middle 
of the day and , . 

“What difference does that make?” she interrupted. 
“What’s wrong with a husband and wife wanting each other 
in the middle of the day ?” Her glance dropped to the towel 
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that covered him and a quick smile of satisfaction flashed 
across her face, ''And don’t deny that you want me^ Mr. 
Buckman, because there a lot of evidence to the contrary/’ 
She was very close to him now and he could smell the 
clean, sweet, yet slightly hot and musky female scent of her. 
She said to him breathlessly, “IVe been eating properly and 
resting a lot and exercising a lot to become the way you 
always used to like me. Fra all firm and solid again. Jack— 
just the way you like me—see for yourself/’ 

She reached and took his hand and place it over one 
boldly thrusting breast. It was silken-smooth and hot, and 
she moved slightly, just enough to make the stiffened nipple 
rub beguilingly into the palm of his hand. Involuntarily his 
fingers closed over the yielding yet demanding flesh and, 
marveling at the resilience of it, he raised his other hand 
to grasp its mate. 

She moaned and whispered, *7ack, honey—darling— Fve 
waited so long for this. Please love me, darling—” 

“No, Fay , . he protested weakly. 

Without warning she reached out and yanked the towel 
from around his waist. Almost before it struck the floor her 
hand was on his flesh, her touch gentle and expert. She 
moved closer and drew his face down to hers. Her mouth 
sought his, eager, moist and hot, her soft tongue probing 
between his lips. 

In a matter of moments he was no longer a thinking man; 
he was an aroused savage, embracing his mate. His arms 
went around her, his hands gliding appreciatively down her 
lushly curving flanks, then possessively grasping the plump- 
firm moons behind. He crushed her to him and they kissed 
as they had never done before, bruising lips, tongue franti¬ 
cally fighting tongue. When their excitement became mutu¬ 
ally unbearable, they moved, slowly but determinedly, 
their arms still locked in each other, toward the bed. Once 
there, Fay fell hack heavily and pulled him down with her. 
They writhed and twisted against each other, approaching, 
teasing, warding each other off at the last moment. Then her 
legs engulfed him and she guided him toward his goal and 
as it was attained she let out a great triumphant cry of joy 
and immediately began an intense, almost violent rhythmic 
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movement, which he eagerly matched. They rolled and 
surged from one side to the other, each new position an 
incentive to even wilder efforts. 

Finally, mouths blending, straining bodies intertwined, 
they surged toward the Everest of satisfaction, toward the 
sublimely ecstatic heights that only a man and woman who 
know and love each other fully and have tbe moral and 
legal right to that love, can reach. A love-team, perfectly 
matched, their individual abandon made their blending 
that much more thrilling and complete for both. 

The fleeting thought stabbed through Buckman’s mind 
that he had forgotten what it was like with Fay; this was like 
making love to her the first time all over again. But now, as 
her love-engendered skill rushed him soaring toward a 
climactic heaven that she would simultaneously share with 
him, even though separately, he knew again what it was Eke 
to have this woman. Oh, God, yes—he knew ,, * be knew , ,. 
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LATER, while Fay was showering and getting dressed, 
Buckman paced the room, chain-smoking. He was pro¬ 
foundly shaken by the physical—and even more by the 
emotional—change in Fay. And the beauty and power and 
satisfaction of their act of love disturbed him, even while it 
pleased. Now that it was over, perversely, he had begun 
to think of Angie, too. Troubled, be found himself comparing 
them, even though there was no good basis for comparison. 
The two were completely different, in personality as well as 
physically; each gave him something, some quality and 
degree of passion, that he needed and wanted. Fatuously, he 
wished he could have them both, that he could be married 
to both. Why the hell couldn’t the stupid laws permit that, 
make allowance for a man who had the capacity to love two 
women honestly at the same time? 

Even as the thought occuired to him, Buckman realized 
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that this was no answer, either. Polygamy had been tried 
often enough in history, but had it ever worked^—^really? 
No woman, he knew, could share a man with another woman 
—not one who loved that man, anyway. 

The more he thought about it the more he wondered how 
long this change in Fay would last. He had beard of 
marvelous cures accomplished by members of A. A. He had 
also heard about the back-sliders, the ones who couldn^t 
stay off the juice for more than a few weeks at a time. He 
knew how had it could be for female alcoholics, especially 
the depths of degradation to which they could sink. He 
knew he could never take that; no love he could have for 
any woman would be that strong. 

He also had to consider his own faults and weaknesses. 
Oh, sure, now—in the first flush of her physical rejuvena¬ 
tion, in her eew-foimd strength after a week or two of 
sobriety—^Fay was all sweetness and light about his 
gambling. But would she continue to be? At present, also, 
he was on a winning streak and had no financial problems. 
But suppose his luck soured, suppose they went broke and 
into debt, maybe lost everything before things began break¬ 
ing right again? Could Fay take that, could she hear up un¬ 
der it? Would she be able to stand for his affair with Angie? 
He knew he could not break that off—not yet, not so soon, 
anyhow. Angie was too deep in his blood, her sweet, half- 
naive sexuality called too strongly to his explosive mascu¬ 
linity. 

When Fay finally came downstairs, wearing a crisp, frilly 
and wonderfully feminine-looking gingham house frock, he 
was again struck by the quiet beauty of her—the live, black 
highlights of her hair, her creamy, tawny-dark complexion, 
the earthy fullness of her body beneath the dress—her fea¬ 
tures, small and just imperfect enough to make a man look 
deeper and discover the more enduring side of her beauty. 

hon!” she greeted him. “How about a nice lunch 
after all that lovely exercise? I got in a lot of things you 
like—” 

He held up one hand, pahn out. “Hold it, Fay. Fm sorry 
but I—Fm just not hungry.” He glanced at his wrist watch. 
A little after one o’clock 
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”Look,” he said, unable to meet the quiet intentnesa of her 
eyes, “I’m so damned happy for you, Fay—for the things 
you’ve accomplished, I mean. It’s wonderful, and you look 
simply great. I’m sure you’re going to keep it up. And if 
there’s any way I can help, I want to. But—^well—right now, 
Fve got to leave.” 

“Where are you going, Jack?” she asked gently. 

But he knew that she really meant why was he going. So 
he rummaged his mind for a legitimate-sounding reason. 
“Well, hon, I have to run up to Rhode Island for a few days 
—a week or so, I don’t know, I met some guys got some 
horses running at Narragansett. They’ve got what sounds 
like some good things that they’ll let me in on. But Tve got 
to be right there on the scene, at the track every day. It’s 
a chance to maybe make^ an easy few thousand, if every- 
things goes right,” He grinned at her. “And we could stand 
a few G’s right now, huh, kid?” 

“Jack, rd like to go with you,” Fay said. 

She caught him by surprise and for a moment he was 
silent, his eyes troubled. Finally he said, “But Fay, how 
could you? What about Joannie?” 

“Helen, next door, would take care of her. She told me 
that if you and I ever wanted to go away , , 

He shook his head, "T m sorry, kid, I can’t take you, 
much as Fd like to. Don’t fool yourself—this is no pleasure 
trip. Playing the horses is pure, cold-blooded business with 
me now, I wouldn’t be able to spend any time with you. Fd 
be lousy company. Somehow I can’t stand anybody being 
with me at the track, least of all you, Fay. How could I con¬ 
centrate? You’d throw me. This is an okay way to make a 
living, but it’s more serious work than having a nine-to- 
five job, believe me.” 

“I wouldn’t care. Fd stay at the hotel,” she said quickly* 
“I wouldn’t be any trouble, dear, honest, I wouldn’t interfere 
at all. I—well, I just want to he with you. And we’d have 
tlje evenings together, anyway some of them. Please?” 

Feeling like a mean, no-good son of a bitch, he said al¬ 
most angrily, “Look, damn it, I can’t drag a woman around 
with me on a trip like this. Even nights Fll be busy, going 
over things with these horse owners for the next day’s races* 
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It just canH be done, that’s all.” Then his voice softened a 
little, “Look, I promise if everything goes all right, the next 
time—” 

All of a sodden she brightened, although obviously it cost 
her a tremendous effort, 

“All right, darling,” she said cheerfully, ^Tou’re the 
boss. If you think it’s best . , She came over to him and 
hugged him hard, her face against his chest Almost breath¬ 
lessly she said, “If you should change your mind before 
you leave, call me and I’ll be ready to join yon in a flash. I 
really would love it, Jack—and so would you.” 

“Okay, okay,” he said, gentiy taking her arms from 
around him. “Look, Fve got to hurry—I’m late already. Fd 
better go up and throw a few things into a suitcase. Maybe 
you can call me a cab while I’m doing that?” 

“Wouldn’t you like me to help you pack?” 

He shook his head quickly, “No, no, it’s okay. Just get me 
the cab, please,” 

He turned and quickly went upstairs. Taking a suitcase 
doT^Tt from the closet, he tossed some underwear, clean 
ifl^whilie ^Irts and socks into it. He carefully packed two suits, 
then s^hut the bag. 

j Downstairs Fay told him, “Jack, I don’t expect you to be¬ 
lieve in miracles. I know you probably don’t think this will 
laest with me. It will, though—youll see, Fll be the same way 
when you come back, honey—and from now on. After a 
while you’ll understand and accept and believe, and then 
things will be right between us again.” 

“Sure,” he said, disturbed by the way she had seemed 
to read his thoughts. For a moment he found himself close to 
tears. He demanded roughly, “You need any more loot?” 

“I still have about a hundred and fifty dollars, as I said. 
That’ll hold me—if you’re not gone too long. How long will 
you be gone, darling?” 

“I can’t be sure,” he said. “I’ll let you know. Could be a 
week. Fll let you know, anyway.” 

Outside, the taxi horn sounded. He moved quickly, self¬ 
consciously to Fay and kissed her on the cheek. He felt the 
frantic grip of her fingers on his arms, felt the tensing of 
her body. For a moment he was afraid she was going to 




56 


WOMAN CHASER 


make a hysterical scene, but she kept herself under control 
and just turned quickly away as he headed for the door. 

In the cab and all the way into New York on the bus, he 
was a man fragmented by emotion. He knew a desperate de¬ 
sire to be two different people, to live two different lives. 
And meanwhile he was living through pure bell He would 
remember the sweetness, the loveliness, of Fay, recalling 
how things used to be with them, how they might very well 
be again if she stayed on the wagon. Thinking what it would 
mean to Joannie for her mother and father to be together 
again, he almost decided that he would tell Angie the whole 
thing was off as soon as he saw her, and turn around and 
go home. 

Then the mental picture of Angie intruded—^her wistful 
look the first time he saw her—the way she had glanced 
up at him from the grass that day out in the country— 
the vision of her standing naked in the shower, so 
wet and shiny and small, yet so perfect and desirable. God, 
he could not give her up~not right away,'at least 

He finally told himself that he would give it a week. By 
then, certainly, he would know his own mind. Yes, in a week 
he would be able to make a final decision. It would be a lot 
better for all of them, that way. 
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THE next day, Buckman and Angie went to Monmouth Park, 
the big New Jersey track. AngieTiad objected to going to Bel¬ 
mont, afraid that they might run into Zeke Jarvis there. 

Buckman had never been to a New Jersey track before 
and he was a little apprehensive about his chances there. He 
was not familiar with the riders, but in handicapping the 
past-performance ^ charts that morning he soon realized 
that the running times at Monmouth were a little slower, so 
he allowed for that in his comparative figures. The Park 
itself impressed him. It was colorful, picturesque, well kept. 
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and not as crowded as the New York racing plants. There 
was a more relaxed atmosphere that he enjoyed. 

He found, too, that Angie was a big help to him. Her 
experiences at the track mlh Zeke and the many things he 
had told her had taught her a lot about thoroughbred racing. 
She did not intrude her opinions or thoughts on Buckman, 
but it was she who quietly called his attention to a fact 
that brought them their biggest win of the day. 

On the train down from Penn Station they had relaxed 
over a couple of martinis in the club car. Buckman, who had 
only a hundred dollars with him, told Angie, “If we’re going 
to lose, that’s all I can afford to drop the first day at a new 
track. If we win, then we play with their money and it won’t 
mailer.” 

They had looked the racing plant over when they arrived, 
visiting the paddock, getting familiar with the general lay¬ 
out, locating the seller’s and cashier’s windows, finding 
where the weight and jockey changes and late scratches 
would be posted. Then they had lunch in the clubhouse 
restaurant. 

The first race was a sprint event, five-and-a-ha!l furlongs 
for maidens—horses that had never won a race. Buckman 
was always afraid of maiden races. There were too many 
first-time starters, so all you had to go on was the published 
workout times—usually for only very short distances. He 
knew, too, that a horse’s best workout time was often kept 
secret and not published. At the same time, maidens were 
skittish; even a fast horse, which might have easily won, 
could ditch a race by erratic behavior, either in the gate 
or during the actual running, when they might hear out or 
lug in when the going got close. 

Still, he liked to have some action on a race he was 
watching, so he bet five dollars on Marigold, a filly from 
a good stable who had good workouts and an experienced 
rider aboard. The filly went ofi at a little less than three 
to one. 

Before the race, he told Angie to pick her own daily 
double and gave her the money. “Play anything you like, no 
matter how crazy. Maybe you’ll be lucky. There’s nothing 
reaUy outstanding in the first two races, anyhow.” 
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She was as delighted as a chili Zeke had never let her 
make her own bets on the horses, she told him. He had told 
her that was for the chumps. She was flushed and excited as 
they watched the horses go into the gate and eagerly waited 
for the starting belt. She would not teU Buckman what horse 
she had in the daily double, saying it would be bad luck. He 
hugged her to him at that, happy that she was as crazy 
about the races as he was. 

At the start of the race, Marigold got off to a three-length 
lead and Buckman started rooting her home. She held the 
lead to the stretch turn, then swung out a little and several 
horses cut the lead to half a length. Halfway down the 
stretch, Buckman let out a groan that was lost in the crowd 
roar, as Marigold quit and went back, three or four horses 
passing her. He lost interest in the finish of the race, then, 
noting only that a black horse. Number Eight, had swept 
past the others in the last few strides, winning by a nose. 

Glancing up at the tote board he was surprised to see 
that Number Eight was twenty to one. As the yelling of the 
crowd subsided to a dull murmur, Buckman said, “Well, 
there’s a nice one for somebody. That long shot’ll pay close 
to forty-five bucks ” 

When Angie did not answer him, he turned to look at her. 
She was standing there, staring dazedly at the tote board, 
one fist up against her mouth. Then she slowly turned to¬ 
ward Buckman, In a smafl, awed voice, she said, “He—he 
won, didn’t he? Number Eight, I mean.” 

He grinned. “Sure, Look up on the board—his number’s 
up, already.” He did a double lake at her then, “Hey, don’t 
tell me you— 

He broke off as she leaned weakly against him, burying 
her face against his arm as she began to laugh almost 
hysterically. “Yes, yes,” she gasped. “I picked him and he 
won—he won. Jack!” 

“You mean you had him on the double?” 

She looked up at him then, her eyes bright with excite¬ 
ment, “Yes. Isn’t that wonderful?” 

A wave of sound swept the crowd as the pari-mutuel 
prices were posted on the board. Number Eight paid forty- 
three eighty to win. 
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”Sure,’’ Buckman told her then. “But don’t get too excited. 
You’ve only got one end of the double. That second half ha a 
got to come in for you before there’s any payoff. Which 
one have you got coupled with it in the second?” 

She tucked her lower Hp between her teeth, shook her 
head. “I—I can’t tell you. Remember? It would be bad 
luck.” 

“Nut,” he grinned. “If it’s going to win, it’s going to win. 
Nothing you say is going to change anything.” 

She looked at him a moment, silent and wide-eyed. Then 
very seriously she said, “All right. Til tell you . . * But I 
don’t want anybody else to hear.” 

He laughed as she stretched herself on tiptoe and cupped 
her hands to whisper directly in his ear. Then he suddenly 
pulled away from her. “No, no, An^e. If you’re superstitious 
about it, stay that way. Don’t take a chance. All good gam¬ 
blers are superstitious in one way or another,” His tone was 
too strong for a tolerant reproof to a lovely, amusing child. 

‘They are? You’re not, are you? I always think of you 
as being very practical.” 

He made a wry face. “I don’t know whether that’s a com¬ 
pliment or not. Some practical people are very duE . .He 
paused and thought for a moment. “1^—I do do a kind of 
crazy thing, I did it for a long time before I even realized 
that I was doing it. It’s a compulsion, I guess. During a race 
I’ve just got to be smoking a cigarette. Don’t ask me why, 
but I can’t light It during the race—that wouldn’t count. 
And I can’t throw it away or stop smoking it either—during 
the race. Once the butt got so small I burned my fingers 
before the race was over. So now I tight up just as the horses 
go into the gate. Sometimes I forget and have to scramble 
like mad to get one lit in time. And, I have to hold it in my 
right hand—never in the left. Crazy, huh?” 

She shook her head. “Uh-uh. I think it’s—^weU, maybe 
a tittle,” 

Just then they posted the possible winning combinationa 
of the horses in the second race, with the winner of the first, 
Buckman studied them, then said, “Well, one thing’s for 
sure, if your horse takes the second, you can’t win less than 
eighty-seven sixty and the top combination, Eight and Eight, 
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Is worth—wow!—seven hundred and ninety bucks.** 

“Ill tell you right now, I don’t have that one,” Angie 
said. “If I had, Td he dying from suspense.” 

Buckman glanced over the entries for the second race. 
“Nothing but a bunch of old worn-out pi^ in this one. I 
don’t particularly like any of them, so Ill just lay off. If I 
bet something, I might jin% you, anyhow.” 

“Don’t be silly,” she said. “You want to bet, go ahead. 
It won’t bother me.” 

“No, the hell with it. Let’s go to the bar and have a drink 
until the second goes off.” 

When they finished their drink, Buckman said, “About 
one minute until post time. Let’s go out by the finish line and 
try to root your pig home.” 

Large-eyed, Angie put a hand on his arm. “No,” she said. 
“I_I Just decided that I don’t want to watch the race. I’d 
go crazy if my horse was in front and then^—and then fell 
or slowed down or something. If he wins, fine. If he loses, 
okay. But I don’t want to stand there and watch it happen.” 

Buckman laughed. “Okay, idiot, so we’ll have another 
drink and sweat it out in here. All right?” 

She took his hand and squeezed it. Her own felt coldL 
“I really am nervous, hon,” she said. “Do you mind?” 

He shook his head. *lVe never sat out a race inside so it’ll 
be a new experience.” 

In a few minutes everybody else had drifted outside^ 
leaving the uoder-the-stands section practically empty. Buck- 
man and Angie sat and sipped their drinks, hearing the 
crowd’s roar go up as the race started. They could hear the 
voice of the announcer over the P. A. system telling the prog¬ 
ress of the race but they could not make out what he was 
saying. The roar swelled to a peak, then dropped away. 

“Well, that’s it,” Buckman said. “It’s ail over. Now tel 
me who you had.” 

“Eight and Four” Angie said excitedly, her violet eyes 
shining. “I had Number Four in this one. Do you think 
he won, darling?” 

“I don’t know.” He glanced at the entries. “Music Master 
—he had a chance. Just came off a good race where he 
wound up a close fourth after a bad start. He went off at 
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about four to one. Let’s go take a look outside and see what 
happened.” 

They did not have to do that, however. The rush of peo¬ 
ple started pouring back inside, A short fat man with a 
flushed excited face ran in, shouting to one of the bar¬ 
tenders, ‘Tour, Jake, Four, Number Four win it!” 

Angie let out a squeal, ‘‘Oh, Jack, do you think he’s 
right? Would he say that if it wasn’t true?” 

“He’s probably right. So youVe won yourself a daily 
double. How much was it for?” 

In a small awed voice Angie said, “Two hundred and 
sixty-four dollars and some change. Can you imagine, Jack? 
I won that much!” 

They ran outside, then. The winning number was up on 
the board—Number Four, Angie let out a shrill yip of glee, 
waved her winning ticket exuberantly, “Where do I go to 
get the money? Where do I get all that beaudful loot, Jack?” 

Laughing, he led her to a cashier’s window where she got 
in a short line with the other winners, A few moments 
later she came back to Buckman, counting her money. 

“Is it all there?” 

“My, yes—every beautiful buck of it! Here,” she said 
and held out a sheaf of bills toward him. “Half of this is 
yours, since you bought the ticket for me. Go on, Jack, take 
it” 

“Don’t be silly, baby,” he said, “You won it. It’s yours. 
Keep it all,” 

They argued back and forth but finally Buckman per¬ 
suaded her to keep all her winnings, Angie was quiet as 
Buckman studied the various horses he had marked off as 
factors in the third race. Finally, he folded up the paper. 
“Let’s go,” he said, “I’m putting fifty on Number Three’s 
nose. This one looks like the best bet of the day. He probably 
won’t go off much better than two to one but that’ll give 
me a hundred profit for the day, if he comes in, I don’t 
see how he can lose.” 

He did, though. He stumbled as he came out of the gate, 
and never got into contention. After the race, as he dis¬ 
gustedly tore up his ticket, Buckman swore and kicked at 
a crumpled paper cup on the ground. He felt sick. It was 
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bad enough to lose when your horse just didn’t have it that 
day- When you lost through plain lousy luck, that was too 

thick. 

Angie kept quiet and Buckman was thankful to her for 
that. He was miserable and snappish when he was not 
getting the breaks, Angie seemed to sense this hut she knew 
enough not to commiserate with him, which would have 
annoyed him. So she just remained silent 

They sat at the bar sipping a drink, with Buckman poring 
over the past-performance charts, Angie picked up a Daily 
Racing Form someone had left on the bar. As she was look¬ 
ing at It Buckman mused, “Jeez, this one’s a real stinker- 
There’s four horses I like equally well. Any one of them can 
win it. Yet none of them is outstanding. How the hell can 
you figure out a good bet on something like this? Yet IVe 
got to get that fifty back on this race,” 

Quietly, Angie asked him, “Is this Number Six horse, 
Queenlee, one that you like?” 

“No,” he said, ‘That old mare’s had her day. They 
shipped her here from Chicago, probably hoping the change 
in track might help her. But I can’t see anything to it,” 
“Had you noticed that the last time she won was at this 
track last summer, and after being shipped here from 
Chicago?” 

Buckman spun around on his bar stool. “What? I cer¬ 
tainly did not see that. Let’s see,” He traced down the line 
of past performances, then let out a low whistle. “You’re 
right, by God. And she has the same rider today, a guy I 
ordinarily don’t like too much. But he won easy with Queen- 
lee the last time she was shipped here.” He whistled again. 
“She paid fifty-six bucks that time, so she should be at 
least twenty to one again today,” He reached over and 
hugged Angie around the waist. “Sweetheart, you may have 
stumbled onto ibe best thing on today’s whole card.” 

He glanced around at the inside tote board, Queenlee, 
Number Six, was ten to one. Just then the lights blinked 
out When they flashed back on again. Number Six was 
twelve to one. Buckman called this to Angie’s attention, 
“Less money than is warranted by her past performances 
is going on that horse. Most of the people at the track don’t 
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notice fine points such as the horse winning last time she was 
here. IVe seen enough. Let’s get us a ticket. Pm going to ride 
twenty bucks on this one, baby, just because you gave it to 
me* 

Angie looked apprehensive. “Honey, don’t say that If it 
doesn’t win I’ll feel awful/’ 

He laughed. “Forget it Win or lose, it’s a terrific bet. 
Besides, it gets me off the hook from having to decide on one 
of those other four pigs. The more I think about it, this 
Queenlee, turning in one of her good races, can beat all of 
them.” 

She did just that Her rider got her out In front from the 
gate and she was never headed* She romped in, at thirteen 
to one, and Buckman, on his twenty-dollar'Win ticket, got 
back two hundred and ninety dollars* 

“Almost fourteen to one,” he chortled as he folded the 
money and stuffed it into his pocket. “Those idiots, letting 
a horse like that go off at that kind of a price*” 

He picked Angle up, swung her around. “Baby, you’re 
lucky for me, you know that? Crazy, crazy lucky for me, 
and I’m never going to let you go*” 

“We’re lucky for each other,” she said. **I won today, 
too, remember.” Then, “Jack, put me down. People are star* 
ing.” 

“Let them!” he said. “Who cares? They’d act kooky, too, 
if they had a winner like that.” 

Buckman felt like a king* He wouldn’t change places with 
anybody in the whole wide, cockeyed world, he told hImselL 
This was for him—^the wonderful way that crazy old horse 
Queenlee galloped along so easily in front of the pack—the 
way he had sweated every minute of the race, afraid she 
might break down at the last minute—the great, great 
thrill of relief and exhilaration as she gailumphed across the 
finish line, the winner by a full length. It was as much a 
triumph as though he himself had run the race and won it. 
This was the heady, wonderful wine of success that only a 
pro gambling man, a real on-track handicapper, could know* 
There was no other life in the world for him* 

Maybe, after he had made a big stake, he might even get 
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on the inside, own his own small stable, buy a couple of 
horses himself and run them. That would be the topper— 
to stand there and watch your own horse run, to see him 
win, Man, man! 

They left the track after Buckman dropped ten on the next 
race. As he told Angie, there was no sense in pushing your 
luck. He reminded her that he had had a tight squeak as it 
was. If it had not been for her, he might have lost kis whole 
hundred for the day instead of winning, because he had not 
noticed that tipoff about Queenlee in the past-performance 
charts. 

On the early train from the track, they met another couple 
in the bar car. They became friendly when they learned that 
the man had won more than six hundred on the daily 
double. That established a bond of sorts between them. Rick 
Shay, already pretty well loaded from celebrating his big 
win, was a chubby, balding man about ten years older than 
Buckman. His girl friend, Dina, was a cute little bleached 
blonde in her early thirties, with an eye-opening figure that 
stopped just short of being plump, 

Shay informed them that he was throwing a party that 
night in his Greenwich Village apartment and invited them 
to come down if they could make it Buckman promised him 
they would try hard. 


9 


THAT evening Angie insisted on treating Buckman to the 
most expensive dinner at the most expensive place he knew, 
out of her daily double winnings. They went to the Chatn- 
bord and feasted. Afterward, more than a little high on 
Napoleon brandy, they decided to look in on Shay*s party. 
They agreed that if either of them disliked the crowd, they 
would leave. 

Rick Shay^s place was a first-floor apartment off a court¬ 
yard in an old building on Bank Street. As soon as they 
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entered the court ihey^ could hear the sounds of revelry 
coming from an apartment at the far end. 

Buckman chuckled. ''Sounds like a real swinger.^ Stick 
close to me, sweetie. Some of these affairs can get kind of 

rough.” 

"Don’t worry,’’ she assured him. "You couldn’t lose me if 
you tried.” 

Cha-cha—enormously loud—greeted them through the 
open front door of Shay’s apartment. Buckman and Angie 
stopped inside the doorway to survey the scene. The living 
room of the apartment was so big the twenty-odd people 
scattered around only loosely filled it. The shrillness of 
the talk and the laughter, the crazy fragments of conversa¬ 
tion they could hear above the loud hi-fi, told them that 
everybody in the place was stoned. 

At the far side of the room, they saw Flick Shay and a 
huge man with a great shock of tousled hair talking to a 
henna*rinsed statuesque blonde who looked like a showgfrL 
The big man wore a flamboyant cowboy shirt, Levi’s and 
boots. 

Shay’s girl friend, Dina, was dancing in a darkened 
comer with a thin, prematurely gray man who had a drawn, 
sensitive face. They were not truly dancing, however; they 
were standing still, moving only their bodies in rhythm 
with the music. Dina’s buxom self was pressed so closely 
to the man that, Buckman thought, you couldn’t have slid a 
sheet of tissue paper between them. His right hand 
rested firmly on her rounded buttocks, holding her in to 
him. 

The other guests were sitting and standing around, talk¬ 
ing or dancing, most of them with drinks in their hands. 
Along one wall, a long table loaded with various kinds of 
liquor and mixers served as a help-yourself bar. 

Nobody paid any attention to the newcomers, except two 
young women who were dancing together. One of them 
whispered something to the other, then both girls stared and 
finally stopped dancing and came toward Buckman and 
Angie. Neither could be classed as a beauty, although both 
were more than ordinarily attractive, with slender, graceful 
figures. One was a blonde, the other a brunette. The dark 
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girl smiled and said, “Hi, you guys—^you friends of Rick 
and Dana’s?” 

“Yeah,” Buckman said, “He invited us down to the 
brawL” 

“Cra5jy[ ” the brunette said, “Fm Frieda,” She ducked her 
head toward her comoanlon, ‘This is Inez, YouVe been 
here five seconds and haven’t even had a drink. Let’s fix 
that,” 

With that, she grabbed Buckman’s arm, hooked hers 
through it and steered him toward the bar. He glanced 
back and saw that the blond girl, Inez, had done the same 
with Angie, 

While she was fixing a drink for Buckman, Frieda kept 
up a tumultuous stream of conversation and every time he 
turned to see how Angie was doing, Frieda carefully dis¬ 
tracted his attention. After she had built him a drink, Frieda 
quickly led him away from the bar, took him around and 
introduced him to some of the others. 

Several times he glanced around to see that Inez was 
doing the same for Angie, He also noticed that Inez was 
managing most of the time, to keep her hand in the hoOow 
of Angie’s back in what could have just been a friendly 
gesture but Buckman had his doubts. 

At his next stolen glance, he was just in time to see Inez 
slide her hand down from Angie’s spine onto the round 
curves of her buttocks. Instantly, angrily, Angie twisted 
away. At the same moment there was a slight lull in the 
general conversation and the hi-fi died down between re¬ 
cords, so that Angie’s words carried clearly through the 
room: 

“Look, sister! Keep your grubby hands to yourself, will 
you? I don’t go that routine, so forget it and stay away!” 

She turned then and started across the room toward Buck- 
man. A woman broke the moment’s embarrassed silence that 
followed by laughing and saying: “Well, the Bobbsey Twins 
are at it again! But their fast shuffle didn’t work, this time.” 

Buckman turned to Frieda who was not in the least non¬ 
plused. She gave him a boldly cynical smile and shrugged, 
“You know, like nothing ventured, nothing gained. You’d 
be surprised, buster, how often it works though. We make 
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a great team, Inez and t I swing you see, lo it’s no problem 
If the chick Inez goes for has a good-looking guy like you 
along.” She shook her head and clucked her^tongue regret¬ 
fully. “Too bad. lad, I could have been had.” 

She drifted away as Angie came hustling over to Buck- 
man, still in a huff. “Honey, did you see that crummy 
dyke make a pass at me?” she demanded. “Let’s get out 
of here. I don’t go for that crud.” 

Before she could answer, Rick Shay approached them. He 
seemed almost out on his feet, his eyes glazed, his face 
alarmingly florid, but he was stiU able to walk fairly steadily 
and to talk coherently. 

“Now, now, you two, don’ let a li’l incident like that 
spoil your fun. They won* bother you again, 1 guarantee. 
Come on, kids. Join the rest of the party.” 

He took both their arms. “IVe got'^ couple of characters 
you’ll get a bang out of.” He led them toward the big man 
in the Western logs and the tall, statuesque blonde. Both of 
them, Buckman quickly observed, were almost as smashed 
as the host. 

“Jack—Angie,” Shay said. “Meet a coupla pals of mine. 
This big refugee from GunsUager is named Tex—what else? 
Actually, he’s from Oklahoma, but who’n hell cares about 
that? He’s a very rich man on account his daddy found some 
oil wells in their back yard or something. And don’ forget 
he’s a hell of a nice, swingin’ guy, even though you can’t 
understand the way he talks sometimes. Tex, meet my bud¬ 
dies, Angie and Jack Buckman.” 

The big Westerner stared at them glassily from baby- 
blue eyes. Very carefully, he made a half-bow toward Angie 
and in a thick, rich drawl, said, “I’m powerful glad to make 
the ’quaintance of such a beautiful and charmin’ lady^ 
ma’am.” 

Rick Shay seemed to think that was very funny and 
laughed uproariously. “See? Wha’d I tell you?” 

Tex, paying no attention to him, stuck out a hand and 
took Buckman’s in a grip that felt like a stone crusher. 
“And it’s a right smart pleasure to meet such a fine gentle¬ 
man, sir,” he boomed, 

“And this,” Shay said, gesturing toward the big blonde, 
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is Monica O’Mahoney, believe it or not. She models, yon 
know. And acts, of course. Like in the kind of movies they 
don’ show at church socials—lha’ right Monica?” 

Tex felt it his duty to protest mildly. “Mr. Shay» yoa 
ought not to talk like that to a young lady like Miss Monica^ 
here.” 

Shay roared with laughter again. *Tou think he’s kiddin’? 
Like hell he is! Tha’s the way he talks an’ acts aU the time. 
He’s a real gas, old Tex is.” 

Monica O’Mahoney waited until Shay was finished be¬ 
fore she proceeded to acknowledge the earlier introduction. 
She took such a deep breath that she threatened to burst 
the low-cut bodice of her dress with the thrusting of her 
monumental breasts. Then, nodding politely at Angie and 
Buckman, she said in a high whiny voice, “Pleased to make 
your acquaintance, I’m sure.” 

Shay whispered to Buckman, “You got here just in time, 
Jack. I was just about to give the folks a little unusual en- 
tertamment,” 

Turning then, he shouted above the torrent of conversa¬ 
tion and laughter, “Attention, everybody! Hey, cabn down 
now and listen to what I got to say. Ever’body sit down and 
make yourself comfortable. We’re goin’ to have a li’l oF 
fun,” 

When the general din quieted, Shay took the blonde’s 
hand and led her into the center of the room. At the same 
time he reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out a 
pair of dice. He held them up for the crowd to see. 

“What we’re gonna have here,” he said, “is kind of a li’l 
crap game. Only it’s a new variety I invented. It’s called 
‘strip-crap.’ Monica, here, has agreed to play it for us.” 

There were gasps and a couple of the men whistled ap¬ 
preciatively. Monica O’Mahoney stood calmly next to Shay, 
her hands clasped in front of her, obviously presenting her 
own special version of how to look demure and sexy at the 
same time. 

Shay continued, “Now, the way the game is played is 
like this: Monica is gonna throw the dice. Any time she 
throws any number but a two, three, twelve or seven, she 
gets a big oF crisp twenty-dollar bill. But~every time she 
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craps or sevens out, Monica’s got to shed sn article of 
closing. Hey now, how’s that sound to the rest of yf“' 

TTie Lsuing din was terrific. Shay had to wave his hands 
and yell for silence, after a few moment. When the crowd 
finally quieted down, he said, Okay, honey, ere r y 
to bed^^’ He handed the dice to Monica then ^"ved over 
cIomTo Angie and BucUman. He whispered proudly, Pretty 

®°“mg^ot’aJ?’'Buckman agreed. He noli^d, however, 
that two people were paying no attention at afi to 
going on in the center of the room. Shay s girl frien , 
Dina, and the grayhaired man were still standing m Umr 
darkened comer. No longer even attempting to dance, they 
were locked in a passionate clinch, their mouths virtuaUy 
glued together, Dina’s back braced against the wall as the 
man pressed in on her, slowly moving his hips. 

Buckman turned his attention back to Momca. She was 
on her knees in the center of the room, rattling the dice in 
her fist She rolled out a ten and let out a little squeal of 
joy. She turned to Shay* holding out a hand, rubbing her 
thumb and first two fingers together* “Pay me, Rick. Pay 
me!” she whinnied. 

Shay took out a bulging wallet, lifted out a ^enty^dollar 
bill and scaled it toward her. Monica caught it and set it 
down on the floor next to her. When she rolled the dice 
again, they turned up a seven. Without pausing, Monica 

kicked off her shoet. , 

*"Aw, come on, Monica, be a sport! Start at the top and 

work down to the bottom,” a man called out 

She ignored him, concentrated on rattling the dice. She 
rolled twice more, picking up two more twenties, then 
crapped out with a three. She wore no stockings. AH that 
were left of her outer garments were a blouse and 
While the whole room gaped, she stood up, unbuttoned her 
blouse and shrugged out of it Her mountainous breasts, held 
by the uplift bra, thrust forward like warheads, the deep 

tight cleavage separating them. . • 

She threw another seven and off came the skirt. Monica a 
legs, long and heavy-thighed but lusciously shapely, were 
on display—below her almost transparent plain silk panties. 
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She passed with the next two throws to earn forty more 
dollars. 

Then came another seven. 

She stood up with a little sigh, reached back and iin- 
snapped her bra. Not a breath was drawn in the room, not 
even by women. The bra went loose in front, and Monica 
shrugged first one shapely shoulder out from under a strap, 
then the other. As the lacy garment dropped to the floor, 
Monica held her head high and proudly as she stood re¬ 
vealed. Everybody gasped. Monica unveiled was enough to 
make even a statue sweat, Buckman thought. She was al¬ 
most unbelievable. The breasts, enormous and near-perfect, 
jutted straight out like velvety shelves, their pink nubbins 
popping forth impudently* Buckman could not take his 
eyes off them. 

She picked up the dice again and as she shook them, she 
was a picture in motion. A man groaned, “That’s right, 
honey, shake those things-“the dice, that is,” and every¬ 
body whooped. 

Monica made another pass and picked up another twenty. 
Then she rolled a twelve. As she slowly stood erect, Buck- 
man noticed that Shay’s girl friend and her gray-haired 
partner were still in their comer, locked in even more torrid 
embrace, oblivious to everything but tbemselvea. 

Seeing Shay watching them, too, Buckman whispered, 
“Hey, doesn’t your girl friend care for this action?” 

Shay chuckled. “She likes that kind, better. Don’ worry 
about it, pal. I know Dina an’ she don’ pay off to anybody 
but me. AH that slob is doing is gettin’ her all hotted up for 
me later. Forget it, an’ watch this.” 

Monica was now slowly, teasingly, peeling off her panties. 
After she had slipped them below her knees, she freed one 
leg, then transferring her weight to the other foot, she 
kicked the silken drawers full into the face of a smooth- 
cheeked young man who was leaning so far forward in his 
seat that he seemed about to fall over on bis nose. 

For a moment, Monica stood posing with a forced wide 
smile. Then she whined, “Go ahead and take a good look, 
all you crumbs. Vm getting paid for it.” 

She bent over and began to pick up the money from the 
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floor, an interesting show in itself, Buckman observed. Just 
then big Tex came over to Rick Shay. He held a hundred- 
doUar bill scissored between his fingers. As Shay reached 
out and took it, Tex drawled: 

^That there was a right clever maneuver, Mr. Shay. First 
you bet me a hundred dollars you can get Miss Monica to 
lake ail her clothes off in front of eveh’body. Then you give 
her a hundred for doin’ it. So you got a free show. You’re 
a cad, Mr. Shay, for doin’ a thing like that to a little lady 
like Miss Monica, and I ought to blast you one for . . 

Shay was backing away, frightened, when Tex was in¬ 
terrupted by Monica, who called out, ‘Tex, come here and 
take me away from all these ogling morons—please, sugar.” 

Tex, his big jaw Jutting, his bahy-blue eyes now wide 
with surprise, looked at Monica, Still naked, she turned to¬ 
ward him, her arms outstretched to him, her fingertips 
waggling beckoningly. He thumped a forefinger against his 
chest. 

“Me?” he said. “You mean me?” 

“I mean you, sweetie pie,” she said. “Come and pick me 
up and carry me away outa here,” 

“Yes, sir~I mean yes, ma’am,” Tex gasped, “FU sure 
be proud to do that. Miss Monica.” 

He stalked toward her, beaming, and scooped her up as 
the others watched. She threw her arms around his neck. 
Her great breasts were nestled next to his chin, and Tex’s 
eyes looked like twin grapes about to burst their skins. His 
face went red and a fat vein stood pulsing on his forehead. 

“Which—which way, Miss Monica?” he asked. 

She waved an arm toward a bedroom, smiling cozily up at 
him. “Forward to victory, Tex,” she smiled. 

“Yes, ma’am!” he said and lumbered away with a 
triumphant swagger, bearing his beautiful burden. 

Just before they disappeared, Monica looked back at Rick 
Shay and stuck her tongue out at him. 

Shay laughed. “What a gal that is,” he said to Buckman. 
“She’ll go along with any gag if the pay’s enough. Well, 
everybody’s happy—the folks got a show—Monica got her a 
hundred bucks—and she’ll see that ol* Tex gets his money’s 
worth.” 
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“Yeah,” Buekraan said dryly, then gestured toward the 
ivory cubes still on the floor in the center of the room. ^‘But 
you forgot to pick up your crooked dice,” 

Shay looked surprised for an instant, then grinned. “So 
you figured that out, eh?” He walked over and picked up 
the dice and then gestured toward the bar. “Come on now, 
folks, let*s settle down to some serious drinking.” 

There was a rush to the bar. Frieda and Inez, their arms 
about each other’s waists, passed Buckman and as they did 
so he heard Inez saying, “God, honey, did you see her? 
Did you see them? All those natural resources being wasted 
on that big dumb slob from the sticks!” 

He watched them go into the bathroom together. Twenty 
minutes later he saw them come back out, both of them look¬ 
ing flustered and somewhat disheveled, and then head for the 
booze table, 

A little while later, Tex and Monica, who was dressed 
once more, came out of the bedroom. Tex was wearing a 
drunkenly beatific smile, the expression of a man who has 
just envisioned paradise. Waving his big arms, he shouted, 
“Hey, eveh’body! Eveh’body, now hear this!” 

The crowd turned to him. He put his arm around Monica, 
who snuggled sleepily against him. “Fra right proud to 
announce,” Tex boomed, “that this little lady has agreed 
to become mah bride. What Pm tryin’ to say is that me and 
Miss Monica are aimin* to get married. Now ain’t that ri^ht 
nice?” 

Nobody said a word. The crowd could only stare at 
him, stunned. Hurt, looking somewhat like a little hoy who 
has had his favorite toy taken from him, Tex fumed at 
them. 

“What’s the matter with y’all?” he demanded. “Y’all 
think I m funnin or somethin’? Well, I’m not. We’re leavin’ 
right now to drive down to Delaware. If any of y’all would 
like to come along, be our weddin’ guests, the expense is all 
on me,” 

“Weil, rU be damned,” Rick Shay finally said. “OF Tex 
is serious.” 

“You’re damn lootin’ I am,” Tex told him. “Miss Monica’s 
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the woman I been looldn* for all mah life. Why wouldn’t I 
be serious?’* 

^AU right, then ” Shay said, *^I)ina and 111 go with you. 
How about that?” 

“Hey,” someone objected, *^you going to break up the 
party just when it’s beginning to go good?” 

“Hell, no,” Shay said. “My parties never break up. They 
may disintegrate but - • 

“Don’t say that word!” Tex roared menacingly. 

Shay laughed. “Sorry, Tex, sorry. Anyhow, all the rest of 
you can go right on with the party. Be my guests. Go right 
ahead just as though I was here. Anyone else want to go 
along with Tex and the blushing bride?” 

One other couple volunteered. Shortly after the bridal 
party had left, Buckman and Angie did, too. Going home In 
the cab, he said, “Boy, I’d hate to be poor old Tex when 
be sobers up in the morning and sees what he’s done.” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” Angle disagreed, “He’s from Texas, 
maybe he likes cows.” 

“Meow,” he grinned, “That’s pretty catty, kiddo.” 

“Well, she was almost pitifully big, wasn’t she? I mean 
sort of abnormal? Why is it that men think big busts are so 
wonderful?” 

“Would you like me to give you a long dissertation on 
the subject?” 

She yawned, “Not !^>ecially. I’m too tired. But I do 
think men would prefer quality to quantity,” 

“Some men do,” he whispered, and pulled her close to 
him. His hand slipped down inside her dress, crept under 
her bra, touched a rigid nipple. “I do, for one. And what I 
hold here in my hand is the hightest quality there is, baby,” 

“Jack!” she gasped, shivering. “Stop it—the cabby can 
see. Goodness, can’t you wait until we get home?” 

“Hardly,” 

She giggled. “That’s the right word for it, all right. Now, 
be good until we get home and there’ll be a special reward 
for patience.” 

The reward was a private strip tease in the intimacy of 
their room. It was a brief performance, the audience break¬ 
ing into the act 
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Afterward, Angie curled up tightly against him and mur¬ 
mured, “Oh, Jack, honey, this is all too wonderful. I can’t 
believe it. Fm just too happy ; it’s too much. Fm so afraid 
something bad is going to happen to spoil it all.” 

“Oh, don’t be such a pessimist,” he answered, “Nothing’s 
going to happen.” 

But something did happen. 





THE next morning, Buckman awoke first. He had showered, 
shaved and dressed before Angie opened her eyes. She 
watched him sleepily, then said, “What’s all this violent get- 
up>and-go so early in the morning? The hotel on fire or 
something?” 

He went over and tousled her hair afiectionately. “Nope, 
I Just feel good this morning, I don’t know why—not even 
much of a hangover. And I feel like going out to some good 
restaurant and sitting down in luxury and enjoying the 
biggest, most expensive breakfast 1 can buy. You with me? 
Sound good?” 

She thought about it, then stuck out her tongue, made a 
face and a small gagging noise. “The very idea’s revolting, 
I won’t be ready to eat for another couple of hours, if then.” 

He looked disappointed. She reached out and took his 
hand, smothered a yawn, then smiled. “Don’t let that stop 
you, hon. You go ahead without me.” 

“I hate to do that. I could have something quick sent up 
to the room.” 

“Uh-uh,” she said quickly. “Even the sight of food this 
early would nauseate me.” She turned on her side, hurrowed 
her head into the pillow, yanked the sheet up around her 
neck, and closed her eyes. “Now, scram. Fll catch another 
forty winks before I get up and try to face the shower.” 

“Well, okay,” he said. “If you’re sure you won’t mind.” 

“Beat it,” she ordered sleepily* 
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As he was going out the door, she asked, **How long wil 
you be gone, hon?” 

He shrugged. “I dunno. Two hours, maybe longer. The 
kind of a breakfast I want takes a little time.” 

“Okay, but don’t hurry, I might still be asleep when you 
get back.” She opened one eye and winked at him, “Then 
you can wake me up—real nicedike, maybe,” 

“If it’s like that, maybe I won’t even go,” 

“Scat!” she told him, “It isn’t like that now, but it might 
be by the time you come back.” 

He kidded her a moment longer and then left 

He found a good restaurant fairly close by. The place 
was not too busy and he finished and was back in the hotel 
in just about an hour. All was quiet as he stopped in the 
corridor before their room and searched for his key, not 
wanting to disturb Angle if she still was asleep. 

When he unlocked the door and swung ft open he saw 
something that sent the blood surging suddenly through 
his head, making it feel as if it were almost about to 
burst. Swift, violent anger charged like electric voltage 
clear down to his toes. 

The man on the bed with Angie was thin and a lock of 
curly black hair dangled over his forehead. Buckman rec¬ 
ognised him Instantly to be Zeke Jarvis. He was holding 
Angie in his arms, and she was stark naked. She was 
twisting and turning against him, thrusting one hand up 
against his chin, shoving his head back. She looked toward 
the door and saw Buckman. 

“Stop it,” she said then, emphatically. “Let me go, damn 
you, I told you, no.” Then she cried out to Buckman, “Jackl 
He—he’s raping me! Help me, stop him, oh, please.” 

Jarvis turned and saw Buckman* Letting Angie go he 
stood erect and rearranged his clothing* He leered at Buck- 
man and said, “Gel that!” jerking his thumb toward Angie;, 
who had pulled up a bedsheet and held it high in front 
of her. “Some act, huh? Before she heard your key in the 
lock she was loving hell out of it. Why don’t you be a 
nice guy now and blow, man? Give us a chance to finish 
what we started. It won’t make no never-mind to you. I’m 
taking Angie over again, anyhow.” 
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Buckman, shaking with rage, scarcely able to talk, some¬ 
how managed to say, “Is that true, Angie? You going back 
with him?” 

“No!” she gasped, “No, Jack, He’s lying. He busted in 
here, pretending to be a Western Union boy with a telegram. 
Then he tried to—tried to force me. If you hadn’t come 
back—” 

Jarvis’ laughter cut her off, “Force her, hell. Believe that 
and she’ll tell you another one,” he said to Buckman, 

Buckman jerked his thumb toward the door, Hia face 
flaming, his voice shaking, he told Jarvis, “Get out! Get 
out before 1 throw you out!” 

Zeke Just stood there, grinning at him* “Big man, ain’t 
you?” he jeered. His eyes look Buckman all in* He failed 
to look impressed, “Come near me and FU break you in half,” 
He shot a quick glance at Angie, who now was sitting up in 
the bed, the sheet pulled up over her breasts. She turned 
from one man to the other, looking as if she might burst 
into tears. 

“Angie,” Jarvis said, “get the hell out of that sack and 
get dressed. Or do you want me to carry you out the way 
you are?” 

^ “Jack,” she whimpered, “don’t let him take me. Don’t let 
him take me, please,” 

“How is she, Jack?” Jarvis said, then, “Pretty good, huh? 
A real red-hot little package. Has she shown you any of her 
special little tricks yet?” He wet his lips with his tongue. 
Man, she’s got plenty of ’em. Drive you crazy. That’s 
why I came back for her. I thought I could do without it 
but I can’t I keep remembering. I—” 

“Shut up!” Angie shouted at him. “Shut your filthy 
mouth!” ^ 

He acted as though he hadn’t heard her and kept on talking 
to Buckman. She loves it, too, don’t she? I mean, at least 
she did with me. I got the scars to prove it. She knows more 
wa}'s than they write about in those how-to sex books,” 

Buckman felt the anger still building up in him, but it 
was tempered with caution. He had never been much of a 
man for physical violence. He had only had one fight in hia 
life, when he was fourteen, and then he had cried, half 
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with fear, half with anger, all the time he was trading blows. 
He had kept on crying, even after the other kid quit and ran 
away, sporting a bloody nose and a black eye. 

He kept studying Zeke Jarvis, He saw that he had about ten 
pounds on the man but that did not mean too much. Some 
of these thin, wiry guys were tough as nails and some of 
them—specially ones like Jarvis—carried shivs for equaliz¬ 
ers. Buckman always had been scared stiff of knives. The 
very thought of getting cut almost made him sick to his 
fitoihacK 

Then he remembered having beard somewhere that in an 
oi^cfaiary fight between two guys who were not professionals, 
the first one to get In a good punch usually won. He decided 
that be would get in that first one and he was just about to 
start for Jarvis, when the other man turned away from him 
toward the bed. Apparently he finally had decided that 
Buckman was not too dangerous. 

Jarvis said to the girl sharply, “I said to get the hell out 
of that sack and get dressed. Pm taking you out of here.” 

She clutched the sheet tighter to her neck. Her eyes were 
round with fear, her face drawn and white. **NOj no, Zeke,’* 
she whimpered. 

He reached the bed in two strides. His hand snaked out 
and yanked the sheet from her fists. She sat there, naked to 
the waist and Jarvis gaped at her. 

“Jesus, how beauliful'—Pd forgot how beautiful,” he 
murmured. 

Buckman made his move then, leaping toward Jarvis, 
catching the man’s shoulder with his left hand and spinning 
him hard around. While he was still off balance, Buckman 
crossed his right with every bit of strength he had, the blow 
going to Jarvis* left temple, A lance of fire speared through 
Buckman 3 fist with the blow but he forgot the pain instandy 
as, surprised, hardly believing it, he saw Jarvis reel back¬ 
ward and hit the wall. The man’s eyes rolled back and he 
slid slowly down the wall, to sit there limply, his head hang¬ 
ing forward, chin on chest He was out cold and Buckman 
could hardly believe it 

“Good for you, darling! That’s just what he needed, Jack,** 
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Angie said, as she jumped out of the bed, scooped up a robe 
and slid into it “Now what are you going to do?” 

Buckman, moving over to Jarvis’ limp figure, quickly- 
frisked him but found neither gun nor knife. Jarvis began 
to stir a little then. Before he could get up, Buckman ran 
and opened the door. He came back just as Jarvis regained 
consciousness and started to get to his feet. Buckman grabbed 
him by the scruff of the neck and siung him toward the 
opened door, Jarvis staggered to the doorway, then grabbed 
both sides of it and held himself there. He turned just in 
time to get a swinging kick in the pit of his stomach. He 
went flying backward into the corridor, slammed hard 
against the far wall, banging his head as it snapped back. 

Doubled over, trying to get his breath, looking sick, 
Jarvis gasped, “Pll get you for this, PH get both of you, 
by Jesus, if it takes me as long as I live. Next time, PU 
have me an edge. HI use it to cut out your guts so they*U 
hang over your belt You’ll look like a butcher shop. And 
her—PIl cut her face to ribbons. She won’t look pretty any 
more. Don’t you forget it, Mac; Pll be seeing you again.” 

Buckman slammed the door shut and stared at the swollen, 
skin-scraped knuckles of his right hand. 

Angie came running over to him, “Let me see your hand, 
honey. Did you hurt it bad?” Tenderly she took his fist 
and looked at it. 

“Not too had, I think, I don’t believe anything’s broken 
or that I popped a knuckle. Anyhow, it was worth it just 
to cream that punk. I told him Pd throw him out and I 
did, by God!” Suddenly Buckman felt eleven feet tall. He had 
successfully beaten back the danger that threatened his 
woman. “Why were you always so afraid of that punk, 
Angie? He wasn’t so tough. Just like a lot of those pseudo- 
lough guys—all mouth but no bite.” 

She shook her head, still obviously frightened, ^‘No, Jack, 
Don’t underestimate him. You were just lucky. I don’t know 
why he didn’t have it with him today, but he nearly always 
carries a knife. He’ll use it, too. Once in a bar fight, I saw 
him cut a man so bad he had to have thirty stitches taken in 
his arm and shoulder. We read about it in the papers the 
next day, Zeke just laughed. He’s mean, Jack, don’t ever 
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forget that* Hell hate us both worse than ever, now you’ve 
humiliated him in front of me. He’li do everything he can to 
get even.” 

‘To hell with him,” Buckman said, trying to ignore the 
chill of fear that Angie’s remarks had aroused within 
him* At the same time he was mentally reviewing the whole 
scene. Sudden doubt assailed him. He went over to Angie, 
and took her chin firmly in his hand, forcing her to look 
into his eyes* 

“Jack, what’s the matter?” she asked, her voice low, 

“He could have been right,” Buckman said harshly. “You 
could have been lying. You could have turned against him 
when I came in and caught you at it.” 

“No, Jack!” she wailed. “How could you think a thing 
Uke that?” 

“How did he find you? How did he know you were here? 
You could have called him when you knew—or thought— 
I was going to be gone for a couple of hours. If I’d been 
gone as long as I’d expected, this could have been all over 
by the time I got back, I wouldn’t have known a damn 
thing,” 

Tears misted her eyes, “Do you think I could do some¬ 
thing like that? What kind of cheap little tramp do you 
think 1 am? I don’t know how he knew I was here. He’s 
sharp, he knows a lot of people. Maybe one of his friends 
spotted me coming here with you and told him. There are a 
lot of ways he could have found out. Why, he told me he 
waited until he saw you go out before he came up. Jack, 
please believe me.” 

She looked so pitiful, the tears shining in her eyes. She 
sounded so straight and so sincere. He suddenly felt ashamed 
of himself for doubting her. 

“Sure,” he said softly. “Of course I believe you, I—well, 
I |usl had to ask, had to make sure. Forget it, now. Okay?” 

Bending his head, he kissed her gently. 

But long after she had dressed, Angie continued to worry 
about Zeke’s coming back. She pleaded with Buckman, beg¬ 
ging that they leave the city. That was the only way they 
would ever be safe again, she said. If they moved from this 
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hotel to another, Zeke would only find them again, just as 
he had this time. 

Finally Buckman gave in. ^‘So we go away. Where to? 
Where is there to go?” 

‘‘Well,” she said thoughtfully, “if we’re going, to do it, 
why don’t we do it right? You like to gamble. Have you 
ever been to Vegas, Jack?” 

He shook his head. 

She laughed at him. “What kind of a gambler are you? 
Everybody who likes to gamble goes to Vegas, It’s the 
gambling capital of the world, isn’t it?” 

“So?” 

She hugged his arm. “So, let’s go there, goose. And from 
there to California. Los Angeles, Hollywood, the whole bit 
IVe heard they have beautiful tracks in California.” 

The idea began to take hold. He had read and heard 
enough about Las Vegas and had often dreamed of going 
there. To California, too, for that matter. 

“In Vegas,” Angie prompted, “I hear they have horse 
rooms where you can play the ponies at any track in the 
country.” 

“Sounds great,” he admitted. “Only what do we use to 
get there? Jet fare for both of us, I mean. Then what do 
we use for money to gamble at those fabulous places, let 
alone pay for swank motels and meals at expensive res¬ 
taurants? You weren’t thinking of going out there on a 
Greyhound bus, were you? Or hitching?” 

She looked surprised, “Haven’t we got enough money?” 

He snorted. “Pve got a little over five hundred. You’ve 
got about two hundred. I’d have to send my family some¬ 
thing to live on. We’d need at least several thouBand to do 
it right,” 

She frowned thoughtfully, pulling at her full lower lip. 
Then she turned to him, her eyes bright with excilement. 
“I know how we can get enough money.” 

“How?” 

“At the track here. We’ll take one big flyer tomorrow. 
Bet big. Jack—go for broke. No twenty-dollar bets. Hun- 
dred-dollar, two-hundred-dollar ones.” 

The thought excited him hut it frightened him a little, 
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too* ^TTie only thing is that when you go for broke you’ve 
got to be prepared to be broke if we lose. Just take a look 
at that picture, honey. How do you like it?” 

She shook her head impatiently, “Jack, don’t you think 
I have any guts? Listen, f’ll throw in every cent I have, too. 
Don’t think Til like to be broke, if that happens. But FU 
live through it. So will you. Listen, well leave enough out 
for bus fare to someplace, like maybe Chicago, where well 
be safe from Zeke, Bus fare and a small amount for a 
furnished room and hash-house meals for a week. Maybe a 
hundred dollars, aU together, should be enough. Then well 
both take jobs until we build up a new stake*” 

“You’d do that?” he asked, amazed, 

“Sure I would—why not? I love you, Jack, I’ve already- 
told you that. Fd go to hell for you—ao what’s a little thing 
like being broke together?” 

He picked her up in his arms and swung her around. “You 
know, by God, you’ve just made yourself a deal. We’H do 
it. And we won’t go broke, either, honey* We’ll win. You’re 
my luck charm, remember?” 

She snuggled against him, contentedly. Then they sat 
down and made their plans. 



ANGIE was afraid that they might run into Zeke Jarvis at the 
Belmont track, hut Buckman insisted that they make their 
play for the big money there, despite her fear. His chances, 
he believed, were better where he felt more at home. Besides, 
what could Jarvis do to them at a race track, anyhow? 
Finally she gave in. One nervous risk had to he balanced 
against another—after all, this was an all-or-nothing day. 

It was a brittle-bright clear afternoon and the track was 
fairly crowded for a weekday, Buckman had about five 
hundred and fifty dollars with him. They had decided to save 
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Angie’s two htindred for carfare to get them out of town if 
they failed. 

All morning long at the hotel, they had sweated over the 
past-performance charla together, searching out the imaliest 
bits of information that might affect the outcome of a race. 
Before leaving for the track, they had settled on two horses 
in each race. As there was not much choice between the 
two, they decided to wait until just before post time then 
pul their money on the horse that went off at the highest 
odds. To make sure they would not get nervous and make 
last-minute changes in their selections, they did not lake 
their copy of the Morning Telegraph with them. They would 
play straight from the programs. 

The first race put them in a sweat right off the reel. Their 
selections were Meohmy and Snapdragon. At five minutes 
before post time. Snapdragon was three to one, second 
choice in the betting. Meohmy was eight to one, wMck 
surprised and puzzled Buckman. 

“Angie, this is crazy,” he said. ‘That horse shouldn’t be 
more than four or five to one. Something’s wrong. There’s 
something against him that we must have overlooked in the 
charts. I’m afraid of him. He’s the best price but I think 
we’d better switch to the other one.” 

“You’re the boss, honey,” Angie answered solemnly* 
“Only, may I remind you that you swore you were going 
to be firm about this, you weren’t going to let anything at 
the track dissuade you, not anything you overheard, not 
even the odds. Remember? And if you do switch from 
Meohmy and he comes in at that juicy eight to one, you’ll 
never forgive yourself.” 

He smacked the program with the back of his fingers. 
“You’re right, damn it. We’ve got to stick to our guns. Let’s 
get to the window before they close down on us.” 

They had also agreed, at the hotel, that if their selection 
was less than three to one, they would bet two hundred on 
him to win. If he was between three and six to one, they 
would bet one hundred dollars. Over six to one, they would 
make it fifty dollars. They also agreed to double their bets 
as soon as they picked a winner. 

Buckman went to the fifty-dollar window and bought a 
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ticket on Meohmy, who was Number Five. He held it up 
in front of Angie and said, ‘'Kiss it for luck, sweetie!’’ 

She dosed her eyes and kissed the small pasteboard. 
Then they went out onto the apron leading down to the 
track. They stood right tinder the finish wire, where Buck- 
man always liked to stand. There he could see for himself 
which horse he thought had won in a close race and would 
not have to wait for the photo-finish film to be developed. 

Mentally he did some figuring. If this nag came in for 
them they would get back a little over two hundred and 
fifty dollars. That would be a good start. 

The horses were now all in the gate. The tense silence 
of the stands exploded in an instant roar as the starting 
gales clanged open and the announcer boomed over the P.A* 
system: 

“They’re off.” 

The first race was a five-furlong sprint and the start was 
in the back stretch. There were seven horses entered. As 
they moved into the stretch turn, Buckman waited for the 
announcer’s call. It finally came; 

“Moving into the turn, that’s Snapdragon, still out in 
front by half a length; Denny’s Boy is second; back a 
length, that’s Rumpot running third. After that. It’s Bis- 
cayne, Feegee, Dandy Dot—and Meohmy . . 

Buckman groaned as he felt Angie’s fingers dig into his 
arm, “Oh, honey!” she cried. “What’s the matter with him?” 

“I don’t know,” he said. “He’s never a front runner hut 
he’s never gotten away last either. And look at that damned 
Snapdragon go. Watch that black bastard win it just be¬ 
cause we didn’t bet on him.” 

As they came around the turn into the stretch, Buckman’g 
heart leaped as he saw Meohmy, on the outside, begin to 
make his move. At the head of the stretch, he was running 
fourth. 

“He might make it yet!” Buckman shouted. 

Halfway down the stretch Snapdragon was laboring and 
the second horse was up with him neck and neck. Meohmy 
was now third, only a length off the leaders. Buckman began 
rooting him in. 

His efforts were wasted. At the finish, the horse that had 
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been running second was out in front. Meohmy, a few 
strides before the finish, pushed past Snapdragon to take 
second money, 

Buckman waited until the resulte were official and then 
tore up his fifty-dollar ticket, cursing. “How do you like 
that? Both our selections in the money. And Meohmy would 
have won the damned thing with a litUe luck, if he’d only 
broken away better than last. He was going like the wind at 
the finish hut he moved too late. So there goes four hun¬ 
dred bucks’ winnings down the drain.” 

“But we only lost fifty, hon,” Angie^ soothed him. “If 
we’d bet Snapdragon instead, we’d have lost a hundred. 
And he didn’t win, either. Of the two, you did have the 
right horse. That ought to be some consolation.” 

Oh, sure, he snapped. “We’ll get rich fast that way. You 
can’t get to Vegas on a consolation.” 

A moment later he cooled down and, looking at Angie, 
saw that she had been hurt. He put his arm around her. 

Im sorry, baby, he said. "Let’s forget it and go have a 
drink. There’s always another race.” 

The two horses they had selected were twin favorites. A 
few minutes before post time, both were on the board at 
two to one, but the figures on the betting showed that a 
couple of thousand dollars more had been wagered on 
Peppermate. so that was their selection. Because of the low 
odds Buckman bet him two hundred dollars on the nose. 
Then he began to sweat. 

At the finish of the race, Buckman felt sick to his stomacL 
Peppermate had not even finished in the money. Neither 
Buckman nor Angie said a word. With drawn faces they 
turned away from the track and walked like automatons 
back to the bar under the stands. Buckman’s mind was 
numbed to all but one thought: Two hundred and fifty 
doUars gone. Half their bankroll. Lose that much again and 
they would be wiped out—really cleaned. 

Their selecHon in the next race called for a hundred- 
dollar bet. With trembling hands, Buckman bought two fifty- 
dollar tickets. He could feel it in his hones that this one 
was going to lose. He felt like a man committed to sticking 
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his finger into a live electric socket Yet there was no turning 
back now. 

With a curious sense of near*satisfaction, Buckman 
watched the horses come down the stretch and saw that 
theirs was not going to win. It came in third, Buckman had 
been so sure that this would happen that the finish was not 
much of a shock to him. When the race was over he merely 
turned and smiled sadly at Angie, 

Back at the bar, nursing drinks, they now saw that one of 
their selections for the forthcoming race was listed at fifteen 
to one in the early betting. Seeing this, Buckman frowned 
and said, ‘*He won’t stay that way. That horse is way 
better than a fifteen-to-one shot. If he goes off at ten, it’ll 
be high.” 

During the progress of the betting, the horse, Dridock, 
Number Nine, went up to seventeen to one, then down to 
thirteen, and at five minutes before post time, had settled 
back at fifteen to one, 

Buckman shook his head, muttered, ‘They’re crazy. That 
is, unless I goofed again in my handicapping,” 

Angie suddenly said, her voice taut with strain, “I don’t 
think you did this time. Jack, Cali it a hunch, call it what 
you want to, but I have a strong feeling this one’s going to 
do it for us, WeVe had bad luck, so far. We’re way over¬ 
due.” 

‘T wish I could share your optimism,” he grumbled, 
“Well, we’re now down to a hundred and fifty bucks. Let’s 
put the fifty on him, anyhow, and get it over with.” 

Angie reached out and put her hand over his, “Jack,” 
she said excitedly, “if he wins, with fifty on him, how much 
wiil we get?” 

“A profit of about seven hundred and fifty.” 

Quickly she said, ‘That’s not enough. We’ll never get 
the stake we need that way. We won’t he much better off 
than when we came in and after all the heartaches we’ve 
been through. Jack, let’s go crazy and put a hundred on him. 
If he wins we’ll be well on our way, with fifteen hundred 
dollars—no, sixteen or seventeen, with what we already 
have.” 

“Don’t flip, Angie. If he loses, then we’re down to our 
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last fifty* Thafs practically peanuts* We’d never get out of 
the hole/’ 

“Well, if we’re going into it, let’s do it big. Win or lose, 
darling, let’s do it for real,” 

He shook his head, “I can’t see it. I’ll be happy with 
seven-fifty winnings if he comes in. Come on, let’s go, be¬ 
fore you have me thinking cra^y, too,” 

They left the bar and Buckman walked up to the fifty- 
dollar window. At the last moment he felt an uncontrollable 
urge, something inside pushing him* As if somebody else was 
speaking for him, he said, “Number Nine, twice, please.” 
The seller punched out two tickets and they had a hun¬ 
dred dollars riding on a wild long shot 

As he walked away from the window, Buckman asked 
himself what in hell had made him do a crazy thing like 
that? Goddamn that silly Angie for putting such a ridiculous 
thought into his head, anyhow. He would just about kiU 
her if this pig lost 

When he joined her, she took his arm, smiling up at 
him. “I’m sorry, Jack, that 1 stuck my two cents in. It’s 
a good thing you’re conservative because I’m sure a dodo 
when it comes to money. I won’t ever interfere again, 
honey.” 

He did not have the heart then to teU her he had followed 
her hunch. 

The race went off. Their Number Nine, Dridock, broke 
out in front and took a quick lead of four lengths. It was 
a route race of a mile and a sixteenth, so this early lead 
did not mean much* Still, Buckman and Angie yelled ex¬ 
cited approval as the horses thundered by the stands the 
first time. Into the clubhouse turn and halfway along the 
back stretch Dridock still held his lead. Then going into 
the stretch turn, two other horses closed in a little, cutting 
his lead down to two lengths. 

Buckman was talking to himself, **God, he’s beginning to 
tire—already-^please don’t let him quit—give him strength 
—keep him going , , 

In that moment, right in the middle of the race, an insight 
of cold solid truth flashed through his mind. He already 
knew that if they lost this one, they would go altogether 
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broke today at the track. But if that happened, he could no 
longer stomach what he and Angie had planned to do. He just 
could not take it If it happened, he and An^e would be 
washed up. He would go hack home with his tail between 
his legs, whipped. He would forget about the horses and 
settle down—a good husband, a good father, nine-to-five 
every day, the whole bit 

Then the thought vanished as the horses thundered down 
the stretch toward the finish wire. Now as they drew close 
be saw Dridock laboring, hanging a little. Another horse 
drew up even with him. His owm muscles w^ere strained and 
taut and seemed to ache as he fought with them for the wire, 
neck and neck. They crossed the finish—^but Number Two 
stuck his nose out and won—^Buckman was sure of it. He 
stood there frozen for some seconds. 

Into his deaf ears Angie cried, “What happened—what 
happened? Did he win? It was so close, I couldn’t tell.” 

Without looking at her, staring up at the tote board, 
Buckman slowly shook Hs head. Quietly he said, “No, Angie, 
he didn’t win. He lost—by a nose.” 

His hand was in his pocket, feeling the two fifty-dollar 
pasteboards. A hundred bucks, he thought, another hundred 
bucks down the drain. That was enough for a down pay¬ 
ment on a new washing machine for Fay, enough to start 
work with a dentist on straightening Joannie’s teeth. And 
what had he done with it? Thrown it to the wind! 

He saw the number of the winner go up. Number Tern 
Number Nine was second; Number Two was third, 

A sudden roar from the crowd turned Buckman’s eyes 
as if by reflex to the tote board. On the bottom red letters 
were flashing on and off, spelling out the word OBJECTION,. 
Buckman’s heart leaped as the announcer’s voice came over 
the P,A. system: 

“Your attention, please. Hold on to all pari-mutuel 
tickets. An objection has been lodged against the winner of 
this race. The results will not be official until the judges 
have had a chance to examine the films of the running of 
this race. Please hold on to all pari-mutuel tickets. The 
result of this race is not official,” 

Buckman turned to Angie, an expression of mingled 
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misery and wonder on hia face. “Oh, no! This is too much,’* 
he groaned, “They can’t do this to us* We’ll sweat it out* 
get our hopes up, and then nothing will happen. They al¬ 
most never throw out a winner unless the films show some¬ 
thing violently out of order in the running of the race* I 
didn’t see anything wrong, did you, honey?” 

“No, but let’s pray* anyhow, Jack* Maybe there’ll be a 
miracle for us.” 

“I wish I could believe that,” he told her. 

A few minutes later, he almost did. 

The flashing red OBJECTION light went out. The numbers 
up on the board suddenly changed. Number Nine was in the 
winner’s slot; Number Two was now second; and a new 
number. Four, was put up for third place, 

Buckman let out a crazy war whoop as the announcer 
said: 

“Your attention, please. There has been a change in the 
results of this race. After examining the films of the running 
of the race, the judges have decided that the claim of foul 
lodged against the winner. Number Ten, by the rider of the 
third horse, Number Two, was valid. The foul occurred on 
the stretch turn, when Number Ten, Leggo, bore out badly, 
bumping and forcing the number-two horse. Braggadocio, 
to fall back several strides and move around him. As a 
result of this. Number Nine, Dridock, has now been declared 
the winner. Number Ten, Leggo, has been placed last 
These results are now official.” 

Buckman felt suddenly faint as the prices were flashed 
onto the tote board. Number Nine paid thirty-three eighty 
to win. 

He suddenly felt Angie move up tight against him, clutch¬ 
ing his arm, her face pressed against his shoulder. He felt 
her sobbing. His thumb and forefinger lifted up her chin. 
Her cheeks were wet with tears. 

“Hey, hey, cut that out,” be said gently. “What’s to cry 
about?” 

“Nothing. Nothing,” she gulped. “We made it, didn’t we, 
baby? We really made it. How much will we get?” 

He figured rapidly in his head. “Well, for a fifly-doUar 
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ticket, well get back exactly eight hundred and forty-five 
dollars.” 

^^Oh, that’s wonderful,” she gasped, wiping away the tears 
with the back of one hand. 

“Only,” Buckman continued, grinning like a moron, “be¬ 
cause my brainy lover was wise enough to have a big hunch 
and talk me into putting a hundred dollars on that beast, 
we will get back twice that much. A very happy sixteen 
hundred and ninety beautiful bucks, to be exact” 

She stared, unbelieving. “You’re kidding.” 

“Am I?” He pulled out the two tickets and showed them 
to her. “Come on, let’s collect our loot* You bring the 
basket to help me carry it.” 

Giggling like a couple of children, they ran hand in hand 
back under the stands. When they reached the window Buck- 
man felt an uncanny kind of fear and found his hands 
trembling so much that he could hardly scoop up the money. 
The pay-off was made with sixteen crisp hundred-dollar bills, 
a fifty and two twenties. It felt good, almost sensual, in 
Buckman’s hands as he counted it—and the trembling 
vanished. 

Angie, watching, said, “Oh, hon, it looks so pretty. Why 
does that fresh green lettuce always look so beautiful?” 

“Because of the things it buys. With this stuff, baby, 
you’re a king~or a queen—as long as it lasts.” Carefully 
folding the bills, he put them in his pocket and let out a big 
sigh. 

“Let’s go get a big drink, this time,” he told her, “And 
I mean a big one. We’ve earned it.” 

They had double scotches. Halfway through his. Buck- 
man realized that all the liquor they had consumed this 
afternoon was beginning to affect them. He noticed that 
Angie was getting a little tight, too. The first signs of her 
getting tipsy were always the same and Buckman thought 
they were cute. Unlike many other women, she did not get 
loud or bawdy. Instead, she became very nuiet, reserved 
and prim, exaggeraledly lady-like. She also had a habit of 
slightly squinting her lovely violet eyes, brinmng the thick 
lashes closer together, which made her eyes even more 
beautiful, Buckman thought 
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After awhile, Angie said, “What about the next race?” 

“Is there a next race?” Buckman asked. “I thought that 
last one was the only one in the world.” 

She laughed, then serious, she said, “No, Jack, we’ve still 
got a long way to go. How much cash do we have altogether? 
Including mine?’* 

He figured it out in his head. “Pretty close to two thou- 
sand doDars.” 

She nodded, turned to look at the inside tote board, then 
consulted her program. ‘'Before we came out here, we 
picked Vooduke, he’s Number One and the favorite, at eight 
to five. The other one, Canterbury is—let’s see—Number 
Two—^three to one,’* 

“Yeah, so that makes Canterbury our bet. Actually, I’m 
surprised he's not the favorite. Maybe that’s because he’s 
ah-Mdy won two in a row and they don’t think he can take 

a third. I believe he can, He*s a good steady horse; he’s 
won three in a row before and he had plenty left in his 
last race, winning by two lengths and easing up. Of course 
Vooduke is sharp, too,” 

**ln other words, you really like this Canterbury, Jack?” 

“Baby, he looks great to me,” 

You re going to hate me,” she said, her eyes bright as 
she opened them wide again. 

He looked at her, surprised, “Why?” 

^ I ni going to stick my big nose in again, 

“Be my guest,” he grinned, “Your little nose stuck in 
was a big break, last time. What’s on your mind?” 

“Well, I have a feeling we’re really hot at last, I think, 
if we have the guts, we can make our whole stake on this 
one.” 

“Go on.” 

She gripped his arm, “Jack, weVe got almost two thou¬ 
sand. Let’s split it. Let’s put a thousand on Canterbury, 
If he comes in, well have five thousand dollars. That’U 
be more than we need for our trip,” 

He groaned and smote hie forehead with the heel of his 
hand. “Oh, no, honey,” he said, awed. “A whole grand on 
a horse? You know I don’t believe in pushing my luck^_ 
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not that far, anyhow. We were just lucky that last race. We 
didn't even have the legitimate winner.” 

‘That's just it,” she persisted. “Lady Luck's with us now. 
When she is, you can do no wrong.” 

“Yeah, but she's fickle, too, remember. Sometimes shell 
stay with you a while. Other times shell leave you flat 
after a few minutes. FU compromise with you. Well put 
five hundred on him.” 

“All right, honey,” she said after a pause, but there was 
disappointment in her voice. “Whatever you feel best,” 

“You really do feel strongly about this, don't you?” he 
said, impressed. “You sounded as though I just took away 
your favorite teddy bear.” 

She shrugged. “I had a strong feeling But maybe I was 
wrong, in leave it up to you, honey.” 

He gently pushed her chin with his fist. “That's using 
the old feminine wiles, Angie.” He shook his head admir¬ 
ingly. “You gals sure know how to gel around a man.” He 
sighed. “Okay, here goes a grand on good old Canterbury, 
may his hoofs run fast” 

He slipped down from the bar stool before be could 
change his mind. Walking briskly to the hundred-dollar 
window, he bought ten tickets on Number Two, Canterbury. 
Going back to the bar, he felt a little dizzy, whether from 
the liquor or the excitement of betting on a big one for 
the first time, or a combination of the two, be did not know. 

When he got hack, Angie said in a small shaking voice, 
“Did you do it?” 

He nodded and showed her the tickets, rifling through 
them. 

“Oh, Lordy!” she whispered and swallowed hard. She 
grabbed his arm and held it tight. “Jack, I can't go out 
there and watch. It’s like it was with that daily double, only 
worse. Fd go crazy, watching that damn horse galloping 
along with our thousand dollars on his nose. Let’s stay in 
here while the race is on.” 

“Why not? It worked for you the last time. Maybe it 
will again.” 

They ordered another drink and Buckman drank his 
fast. The under part of the stands emptied and the crowd's 



92 WOMAN CHASER 

roaring started, rose to its fevered pitch, then dropped off* 
As people began to come back inside again, Buokman said, 
‘‘Well, it’s all over now, sweetheart. One way or another,” 

A man, walking fast, passed close and Buckman shouted 
to him, “Who won it?” 

“Number Two,” the man said and kept on walking* 

“Are—^are you sure?” Buckman persisted, his voice 
hoarse. 

Looking back without stopping the other replied dis¬ 
gustedly, “Sure, for Christ’s sake? He won it by four lengths* 
How the heH sure can you get?” 

Buckman and Angie stared at each other, both unable to 
speak, Buckman knew that If he tried to get off the bar 
stool, he would collapse. He wanted to get up and go out¬ 
side and see for himself but he was afraid to move* 

A woman came up to the bar and ordered a drink. As she 
did so, she said to the bartender, “Well, old Canterbury 
did it again, I should have had him; I was gonna bet on 
him but then at the last minute I switched to Number One.” 

His voice breaking a little, Buckman asked the woman, 
“Is it official?” 

She nodded assent 

“What’d he pay?” 

“Eight-twenty.” 

Buckman thanked her and did some rapid figuring. Even 
that extra ten cents on a dollar was important when you had 
bet a thousand. Then he told himself quickly that he was 
in the big time now. When you het a grand on a horse you 
were no two-bit player any more, you were a man separated 
from the ribbon clerks. You were in big, top company. 

He calculated that they would get exactly forty-one 
hundred dollars back for their thousand, 

“Darling,” Angie whispered to him in a low, awed voice. 
“We’re rich. At least, to me it looks like rich. Five thousand 
beautiful bucks, honey.” 

“Yeah,” he said, “five big ones. Well, let’s have one more 
drink so I’ll have the strength to get to the window and 
pick up ail that loot. Then let’s get out of this place.” 

They rented a limousine to drive them back to the city- 
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THEY left New York that night. Buckman wired a thousand 
dollars to his wife with the message that he would be away 
indefinitely on business and would get in touch with her 
later. 

As they hurried through Grand Central terminalj close to 
departing time, Buckman suddenly stopped dead in his 
tracks. He nodded toward a man leaning against a baggage 
locker, staring at them, a man whose thin, handsome face 
suddenly twisted in a mocking grin. He waved casually* 
“God, Jack!” Angie groaned. “Zeke * . 

“I know,” he said. “What's he doing here?** 

“How do I know?” she gasped, then suddenly yanked his 
arm and started running toward the train gate. “Hurry, 
Jack!” she cried. “Let’s run, let's get away from him,” 

She twisted and pulled him into the crowd moving toward 
the gates. She kept looking back. Finally she said, “Whew, 
that was close. But I believe weVe lost him,” 

Suspicion began to gnaw at Buckman. “How would he 
know we were planning to go out of town?” he demanded, 
“If he didn’t know, then why else would he be here? That 
guy is really getting into my hair.” 

Angie sounded exasperated, “Because I called him and 
told him. In fact, ! even bought him a ticket so he could go 
with us on the train. There—is that what you want to hear, 
what you want to believe? Jack, you make me sick with your 
suspicions. He’s been following us—that’s all the answer, and 
you know it. Oh, Jack, it frightens me so. It doesn’t help 
any to have you always suspecting that Fm egging Zeke on 
with this bit, or something. Listen, if I preferred Zeke to 
you, I’d be with him right now, wouldn’t I?” 

93 
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He felt a little foolish for his suspicions- After cocktails 
and dinner aboard the train, they both soon forgot about 
Zeke Jarvis. Both were in a gay holiday mood now, both 
wonderfully, ecstatically drunk, from all the liquor they had 
consumed and from their good fortune of the day. The world 
was their own private oyster, and it held an endless supply 
of pearls. 

While they were still in the diner sipping ponies of Remy- 
Martin, Angie looked out the window, watching the lights 
of towns flash by in the dark night. Suddenly, under the 
table, Buckman felt her touch him, her hand lingering, her 
fingers caressing. After a moment, he said softly: 

“Lady, youM better cut that out. Suppose I have to get 
up from the table?” ^ 

She turned to him, her eyes smoky and wanton, “What’s 
stopping you?” she asked, mischievously. 

“You’re stopping me.” 

“Not really me—is it?” 

“That s a moot point—whatever that means.” 

“I can’t help it, sweetie,” she said. “I get very sexy on a 
train. Does it affect you that way, too?” 

“What do you think?” 

She laughed softly. “I think so, I wonder what the reason 
is. It seems to me I read somewhere that it’s the motion— 
the swift motion of a fast-moving vehicle—that’s conducive 
to arousing one’s sexual Instincts.” 

“Wow I Baby, is that a direct quote or something? I didn’t 
know you were so erudite.” 

“So which?” she said, frowning. “AU I can tell you, angel, 
is that right now I love you so much I could eat you, as the 
saying goes,” 

“And I’d like you to, not necessarily as the saying goes.” 

“Like with a spoon, I mean,” 

“Of course,” he said, “And now, my sexy little vixen, 
will you please cease and desist and wait until I get you 
back in our dressing room,” 

She sighed and withdrew her hand. “Oh, all right, you 
old grouch.” She pouted. “Old spoil sport. Can’t let a girl 
have a liEtle fun.” 

“You can have a lot of fun—^later. As my old school- 



teacher used to say, there’s a time and place for everything/’ 

‘‘Is that what your old schoolteacher used to say? I’d 
hate to tell you what mine used to say. Reform school, that 
is.” 

“You never told me about that part of your life,” Buck* 
man said, “Sounds fascinating.” 

She faked a shudder. “It’s too utterly, utterly sordid for 
such innocent young ears.” 

“Oh, balls," he said good-naturedly- 

She raised her eyebrows. “That’s just what my old 
schoolteacher used to say,” 

He laughed and they both got up from the table, made 
their way back to the lounge car. There they got to talking 
with a young couple who, it developed, were just starling 
on their honeymoon. They were going to Chicago. The 
girl was only about nineteen, a natural ash blonde, and 
pretty in a sweet, old-fashioned way. The new husband was 
only a couple of years older, dark, crew-cut, handsome in 
the young-executive manner. Both of them seemed very 
happy to have another couple to talk with, as though at this 
point their being alone together was embarrassing, especially 
as it was getting so late. 

Finally, when Angie could not stop yawning, Buckman 
said, “Well, I guess we’d better call it a night and go to our 
room.” 

“Y^,” the boy said, looking quickly at his bride who 
began to blush, “I guess we’d better, too—I mean, it is 
getting late.” 

They stood up and Buckman and Angie wished them 
luck, in case they didn’t see them again. 

A few minutes later, in the privacy of their drawing 
room, Angie moved into his arms. Clinging to him, she 
said, “Oh, Jack, weren’t they sweet? So young, so innocent¬ 
looking, so much that’s new to discover between them.” 

“I could make a joke about that,” he said, grinning, “but 
I won’t. Anyhow, don’t be so romantic. Those two probably 
were sleeping together for a year before they got married.” 

“Oh, no. Jack,” she contradicted. “1 don’t think so, any* 
way. They acted too scared, too nervous. I could tell about 
the girl—^a woman can teU about another woman.” 
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Suddenly, as she looked up at him, her eyes grew large 
and pleading. “Honey,” she said fervently, “let’s make 
believe this is our honeymoon, too. I’ve never—^you know— 
been to bed on a train. Jack, can you do that—pretend 
weVe just been married and that it’s for the first time with 
us, too? Please, honey?” 

“Sure,” he said. “With you and me it’s always like the 
first time, anyhow, isn’t it?” 

She nodded, serious now, “But I mean, let’s really 
pretend. Oh, Lotdy, honey. I’m getting all excited Just 
thinking about it!” She moved her hips seductively, pressing 
against him for a moment, then broke away, 

“I’ll go into the john and put on a nightie. While I’m 
doing that, you put on your best pajamas, please,” 

“I only brought one pair with me,” he pointed out 
She was busy at her suitcase, taking out something pink 
and frilly along with a cosmetic kit and her tooth brush and 
tooth paste. Then she disappeared into the lavatory. 

While she was gone, Buckman undressed and put on his 
pajamas. Then he looked out the window ati the specks 
of light flying by, increasingly aware c<f| the motion of the 
speeding train as he listened to the clacking of the wheels, 
the keening of the locomotive whistle it apprbached a 
crossing, then the clanging rise and fall ^ th^ crossiug bells. 
She was right, he thought to himselL ilris “whol^ bit did 
do something to you. It was exciting and, somehow, very 
sensual. He thought about the newly married couple and 
what they must be doing right about now. He thought about 
all the other couples on the train, wondering if what Angie 
had said about moving vehicles arousing a woman’s more 
sensual nature was true. 

Then, hearing the door open, he watched Angie step ouL 
She was wearing a baby-doU nightie, except that she had not 
put on the bottom part. The pink silk teasingly half con¬ 
cealed, half revealed the pert roundness of her breasts, the 
material clinging to the thrusting nipples that seemed to 
point straight at him. She was wearing fluflily pom-pommed 
slippers with high heels that made her lovely-curved, white- 
fleshed legs look longer. The hem of the nightie top swung 
barely below her hips. 
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Ske stood there, her head inclined forward a little, gazing 
at him demurely, yet with hot challenge in her violet eyes. 
Her mouth was freshly lipsticked, full and pouting and moist 
looking. Her face was warmly pink and he caught the faint 
scent of the perfume she wore. 

Whispering, she asked, “Like rae, honey 

Sudden desire for her filled him almost to bursting, so 
that he could not find his voice. Silently he moved to her 
and took her into his arms, holding her tight, molding every 
soft, exciting inch of her against him. 

Breathlessly she said, “Be gentle with me, darling.” 

His hands moved under the back of the nightie, marveling 
at the smooth, round softness of her. He started to kiss her 
but she surprised him by turning her head away. 

Her voice was husky as she said, “Let's get into bed. 
Jack,” 

He followed her cue and went over and snapped off the 
light whOe she climbed into bed. Then he got between the 
crisp white sheets, close to her, and he could feel the body 
heat radiating from her even before he first touched her. 

They rolled toward each other and their arms closed 
about each other and they kissed, long and, at first, tenderly, 
then demandingly, torturingly. 

When they broke away, Angie rolled over and lay on her 
back. Buckman’s hands moved to her, lifting and moving 
rmder the rustling silk of the nightie. His hands moved 
adoringly on her thighs, over the dimpled silkiness of her 
belly, up to the pulsing, warm, excited mounds of her 
breasts. He caressed and fondled them until she was breath¬ 
ing in gasps and making small moaning noises. Then he had 
her sit up while he slipped the nightie up and over her head. 
It was hardly off before his lips moved to her breasts. She 
held his head tight to her, then pulled him over onto her, 
opening her thighs to welcome him. In a few moments their 
movements matched the surging, racing rhythm of the 
speeding train. And it had never been so good for either of 
them. 

The next morning, even though they both were slightly 
hung over, it was just as good. 

Before they left their room to go to breakfast, Angie 
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insisted on holding and looking at their books of traveler’s 
checks, four of them, with ten hundred-dollar checks in 
each. She was like a child, examining them, reading what 
they said, counting them several times, Buckmaii got a big 
bang out of her. 

When they arrived in Los Angeles, they stayed overnight 
at the Beverly Hilton, Looking out their window at the 
lights of Hollywood and Beverly Hills, then riding in a cab 
up Restaurant Row on La Cienega, eating the deliciously 
red thick slabs of juicy prime rib at Tracton’s, then catching 
Bobby Darrin at the Crescendo, the wild and crazy show at 
The Slate Brothers, until two in the morning’—^was almost 
too much for them both—a crazy wonderful dream from 
which they hoped they would never wake up. 

One thing, however, momentarily spoiled that dream for 
Buckman. 

As they came out of the Crescendo and stood waiting for 
a cab, another taxi passed slowly. It was dark and Buckman 
was fairly high, so he never was really sure, but he could 
have sworn that Zeke Jarvis was in that other cab, peering 
out the window right at them. Since Angie had not seen 
him, Buckman said nothing, letting her continue to chatter 
and laugh about the show they had just enjoyed, Buckman 
became half-convinced that the vision of Jarvis had been 
merely a trick of his imagination, Zeke Jarvis would not 
follow them all the way out here unless he were out of his 
mind, driven by an abnormal desire for vengeance. But 
Buckman dismissed that as too corny for even a bad TV 
show. There was, however, another and more disturbing 
thought. Could Jarvis have any reason to believe that Angle 
still went for him, would see him whenever she could get 
away from Buckman? And be began to suspect the ugly 
possibility that Angie and Jarvis might actually be using him 
for some devious scheme of their oivn. 

Buckman could not help remembering how he had en¬ 
tered the hotel room and found Angie naked in Jarvis*^ 
arms, and how he had heard no sounds of struggle or any 
crying out for help before he had barged in. 

He forced these dark thoughts to the back of his mind. If 
anything like that was going to happen, he would tumble to 
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it sooner or later* Unless and until it did, he was only doing 
Angie a great injustice as well as making himself miserable. 

They continued with their night on the town and soon 
Buckman entirely forgot about Zeke Jarvis. 

The next day they spent shopping leisurely in Beverly 
Hilb, buying almost a thousand dollars’ worth of new 
clothes between them. When Angie fretted about their 
spending so much, Buckman laughingly rebuked her, “What 
the hell, doll, it’s only money, and there’s plenty more where 
it came from.” 

By the time they flew into Vegas that night, rented a 
Caddy convertible for a week and paid their motel bill in 
advance for a similar period, there was only a little over two 
thousand dollars left. At the moment, it seemed a lot. 



YOU heard about Las Vegas, you saw pictures of it and you 
said, Man, that sure must he something. But you did not 
really know anything. You had to be there in the flesh and 
then you could hardly believe that such a neon-lighted 
wonderland existed. Even if a fellow was not a gambling 
buff the place would get him, Buckman thought. The town’s 
fascination lay not only in ^e gaudy, fabulously posh 
motels, hotels and casinos, the brilliantly magnificent res¬ 
taurants, the spectacular star-studded shows, the beautiful 
scantily dressed women and the tanned prosperous-looking 
men, the great weirdly shaped emerald-water swimming 
pools, the clank and clatter of a hundred slot machines all 
going at once, the bored monotonous chanting of the crou¬ 
piers and stick men—it was something over and above all 
of that. It was in the aura of reckless excitement, the feeling 
of live-for-today-and-to-hell-with-tomorrow, and in the at¬ 
mosphere of outright sexuality that seemed to settle like a 
magic cloud over the whole town. 

Buckman and Angie, too, felt all this, breathing it up like 
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smog-choked Angelenos suddenly encountering a fresh ocean 
breeze. As yet they did not see the sharp edges of the lush 
grass where the water gave out; it was the desert outside 
that seemed the mirage. 

Both of them were in a feverish hurry to shower and 
dress and get out on the town. Just before they left their 
room Buckman had one Brief moment of sanity. ‘Took, we 
can’t go haywire with the gambling until we get the feel of 
things,” he warned. “We’ve got to settle down a little, at least 
until we can know what we are doing.” 

How could he have known that in Las Vegas you never 
settle down, you never know what you are doing? 

“So we’re only taking fifty dollars with us tonight All 
right with you?” 

Bright-eyed, looking almost hopped-up, she nodded, then 
grabbed bis arm and hauled him toward the door. 

They played the slot machines first Buckman started on 
the quarter ones, then shifted to the dollar ones, Angie 
would not go higher than the dime machines. She lost a 
dollar and then she hit a ten-dollar jackpot She seemed as 
excited as she had been when their thousand-dollar horse 
bet came in. Half-laugbing, half-crying, she scooped the 
dimes into the little paper cup provided by the house. 

“1 know it’s silly hut I can’t help it,” she told Buckman. 
“I’ve always wanted to play one of these things. I was sure 
rd lose and, whammo, right off I hit a jackpot. Maybe that’s 
a good omen, darling. Golly, just look at aU the silver.” 

She threw back another dollar and then quit. 

Buckman lost ten on the quarter machine and was into the 
dollar machine for another fifteen when it began to pay off. 
First cherries came up and he got back five silver dollars. 
Then he hit the oranges, then more cherries. Next three bells 
came up and he had all his money back and then some. So 
he kept feeding the big round silver disks into the machine 
like a crazy man. First he would lose a little, then win a 
little. He seemed driven by an insane compulsion to slip the 
silver dollars into the machine, yank the handle, watch the 
wheels spinning. Gradually the pile of dollars in his hand 
became smaller, smaller. Finally, he was down to one. He 
looked at it in amazement, then glanced at his watch. 
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“My God!” he said in amazement. He wagged his head 
groggily. “Do you know how long we’ve been playing these 
things?” 

She gave her head a negative shake- 

“It seems like hours^and it’s been twenty minutes. And 
I’ve just shot forty bucks. This goddamn thing eats silver 
dollars. The hell with this.” He started to turn away. 

Angie took kis arm. “You’ve got one left,” she said, and 
held out her hand, “Let me try.” 

He slapped the cartwheel into her palm. She turned and 
slid it into the machine. Slowly, she pulled the handle, held 
it down. The wheels spun. One at a time they clicked to a 
stop. First one bar, then another, then a third. The machine 
almost seemed to grunt, then it helched out silver dollars. A 
number of them fell to the floor. 

“Good God!” was all Buckman could say. He and Angie 
stood there, staring at each other, Mke morons, then both 
of them burst into hysterical laughter. They were both stiU 
laughing as they scooped out the hundred-and-fifty-dollar 
jackpot and the houseman came over and asked them to put 
one in and then refilled the pot. 

They cashed in the silver, strolled into the lavish bar and 
had a drink to calm themselves down. After that they drove 
up and down the Strip a couple of times then headed down¬ 
town. They parked the car and walked around, going first 
into one casino then into another. They moved like sleep¬ 
walkers in the middle of a dream. 

In the Golden Nugget Buckman lost thirty dollars playing 
roulette, then won sixty and quit. They moved over to the 
crap table. Playing with dollar chips, he won twenty then 
lost forty. For the next hour his fortunes kept going up and 
down. Between sessions at the dice table they visited the bar. 
Buckman and Angie were both playing craps now. They 
were stoned and played recklessly, until finally Angie leaned 
dizzily against him. “Honey, IVe had enough,” she told him, 
her words slightly slurred. “Fm going to fall fiat on my 
face any minute if we don’t get out of here.” 

By this time everything was a little blurred to Buckman, 
too. “Sure, baby. Fm with you,” he replied. 

The drive back to their motel in the clear dry desert air 
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sobered them a little. Once in their room, Buckman counted 
his money and grinned wryly, *'Well, this was a crazy ses¬ 
sion. All that action and Tve got a hundred and fifteen 
dollars left We started out with fifty, so we made sixty-five 
for the night.” He yawned mightily. ‘‘But we sure had to 
work hard for it.” 

She came over and hugged him, *‘But it was fun, too. 
Jack, I don’t know when IVe had such fun, such excitement 
Or when IVe been so gosh-damed happy,” 

“Well, Vm glad you enjoyed it because that’s going to be 
the last night like that. From here in, when we hit a casino, 
it’s going to be just like the races. We’re out to get their 
dough and we’ve got to play it cute. If we don’t we’ll wind 
up out here flat-ass broke in a week,” 

“Oh, pooh I” she said. “Honey, don’t let’s start getting 
serious tonight.” She led him toward the window, “Come 
over here, I want to show you the desert moon. Isn’t it 
gorgeous?” 

“It’s different than other moons?” he said grumpily. 
“Yes, smarty-pants, it is. You’ll see,” 

They stood by the window, their arms around each 
other, looking out into the night. The moon did look 
enormous, almost like a counterfeit one. It was a dark, 
almost burnt-orange color, and a little lopsided, not quite 
full. Wisps of cloud scurried across its face. 

“It’s breathtaking,” Angie whispered. “And it makes me 
feel very passionate. Jack, go turn out all the lights, I want 
just the moonlight in the room,” 

They had a suite and when they had entered they had put 
on lights in all the rooms, bedroom, bath and living room, 
Buckman had to into all of them to turn them out. When 
he returned, the ftbnt room was filled with the eerie light of 
the moon, brightest near the window. Framed against the 
window, turned sideways to it, was Angie, her clothes in a 
small pile upou the floor. The moonlight made a phos¬ 
phorescent glow on her milky skin. Like this, her body was 
more striking than he had ever seen it before. He found 
himself holding his breath as be looked at the tip-tilted 
globes of her breasts, the nipples erect and hard and point¬ 
ing; at the way her spine arched in, then sharply out to 
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form the high, rising rounds of her huttocks, at the 
tapering beauty of her legs* 

As he walked softly over the deep carpet toward her, she 
called softly, “Hurry, Jack, Hurry and love me. I can’t stand 
it, I cm\ wait any longer . . 

It was true. She seemed to go out of her mind with the 
first touch of his hands on her breasts. The nipples seemed 
to swell and stiffen and respond more than usual. She 
swiftly grasped his hand and put it upon her more inti¬ 
mately, Panting audibly, she literally ripped his clothes from 
him. She sprang on him then and bore him back to the soft 
rug benea^ her. She made love to him artfully and effi¬ 
ciently. He did not know whether it was the sensuous effect 
of the town or the desert moon or what. He only knew that 
never before had she been so wild, so willful or so ingenious. 
He was being denied the masculine role but he did not care 
—he enjoyed every wonderful, savage moment of it . * ♦ 

They stood at the dice table in the casino, both cold 
sober. Even this early in the afternoon the dice layout was 
getting a big play. Buckman threw a ten-dollar chip on the 
field. A redheaded man wearing thick-lenaed glasses had 
the dice. He rattled them in his fist, talking to them, oblivi¬ 
ous of the rest of the players. He had rolled three straight 
sevens on first passes and was letting his money ride. When 
he released the big red cubes they skidded and bounced the 
length of the table, banged against the board. Hipped around. 
Spun and came to rest. Snake-eyes came up~a deuce. The 
stick man raked in the money. Buckman picked up the two 
chips he had won and the one he had bet The two paid off 
double in the field. 

Buckman waited two more throws of the dice and when a 
field number failed to come up, he quickly placed the two 
ten>dollar chips he had won back on the field. Using this 
system, he was already ahead eighty dollars. A new man 
picked up the dice and rolled. A field number came up. 
Buckman was now ahead an even hundred. He had a sudden 
hunch that the field would hit again and let his forty dollars 
ride. The man rolled. The dice bounced, skittered and came 
to rest Two skes. The field again, and a double payoff. 
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Buckman picked up his eight ten-doUar chips and hacked 
away from the table, Angie moving with him, 

“Wonderful, darling,” she said, “How much?” 

“A hundred sixty ahead. Let’s quit for a while. We 
haven’t even tried the pool yet” 

They went to their room, undressed and put on their 
bathing suits. They lolled around the pool, sipping silver 
fizzes. Angie did not feel like swimming, saying her head 
ached. At his concern, she replied that she thought it was 
just the strain and excitement of the past week. After a 
while she said she thought she had better go to their room 
and lie down, but insisted that Buckman stay there if he 
wanted to. A dark-complexioned girl who could have been 
part Mexican had been looking pointedly at Buckman ever 
since they came to the pool. Several times Angie had twitted 
him about it, calling the girl Juanita for some reason known 
only to herself. 

As Angie left, looking a little pale and drawn, she said 
jokingly, “I hope you make time with Juanita, darling. Be 
sure and tell me if it’s any good,” 

He grinned back. “Ill have you know I*m not a kiss-and- 
tell guy,” 

“Oh, nuts,” Angie said, “I don’t care about her kisses. It’s 
the gory details 1 want to hear.” 

When she was gone, the brunette continued to give him 
the eye, more boldly now. She had a sensuously pretty Latin 
face, with high cheekbones and slightly slanting, Oriental¬ 
looking eyes. Her straight Indiati-black hair hung halfway 
down her back. She had a dancer’s body, pinch-waisted with 
high arching breasts and long-thighed legs, a little muscular 
but beautifully curved in spite of tbat. 

About ten minutes after Angie left, she walked to the 
edge of the pool and dived in. She swam the length of the 
pool and halfway back, then came up and rested her arms 
on the side of the pool directly before Buckman. In that 
position her low-cut swim suit displayed the deep cleavage 
between her breasts, the skin darkly creamy-looking and 
studded with drops of water like liny jewels. 

Her smile showed off strong, even white teeth, “Don’t 
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you go in the water?” She cocked her head, studying him 

curiously* ^ 

mother warned roe not to.’* 

‘‘Oh, now you joke* 1 mean seriously*” 

“Seriously,” he said, “I can’t swim and I forgot to bring 
my water wings.” 

She laughed at his unfunny remark. “You are a crazy one* 

I like crazy men. I thought you would be. Please come in 
the water with me. I do not like to swim alone. It is more 
fun with someone. Come on.” She crooked a forefinger at 
him. “We will have fun.” 

“What kind of fun?” he demanded, grinning* 

^^Quien Jobe?” Her dark eyes flashed. 

“Pd better not. You have such a lovely body, I might 
lose control of myself and pinch you under the water.” 

She laughed again. “You see? I knew we could have fun* 
But don’t pinch too hard.” 

Jesus, Buckman thought, this one was really asking for 
it. It must be a gag or something. Maybe she was a hooker 
who worked the swimming pool. He decided to find out. 

He stood up and stepped to the edge of the pool and sat 
down next to her. She put her cool wet hand on his thigh, 
rubbed it. “You have good strong legs. I like strong legs 
on a man.” 

“I developed those muscles by kicking young ladies who 
make improper advances.” 

She made a face at him* “You do not frighten me* You 
are not a man who is frightened of love. I can tell.” 

“You know what I am frightened of?” 

“What?” 

“Being dead broke in this stinking town.” 

She raised her dark brows. “You are broke? Bad broke? 

“Without a sou,” he lied brazenly. 

“How about your girl friend? She has no money, either?” 

He shook his head sadly. 

She studied him sympathetically, then suddenly said, “I 
am not a rich girl, I only dance at a little club. But I have 
some money. Later, I loan you five dollars. You can bet 
with it and maybe win some money and then you can pay 
me back.” 
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He looked at her incredulously, “Are you kidding?’^ 

“Why should I Hd?” 

Obviously she was ixo hooker. He reached out and tousled 
her wet head, laughing. “Well, I was kidding you, Vm not 
really broke. 1 was just testing you to see how much you 
loved me,” 

She frowned. “But that is ridiculous, I do not love you— 
I do not know you well enough. I want you, yes; you get 
me eKcited when I look at you, yes; but what has iat got 
to do with love?” 

“YouVe a very practical girl, aren’t you?” 

“Of course.” 

Suddenly she grabbed his wrist and yanked him into the 
pool. He came up spitting out water. “You devil,” he said 
as she splashed off, laughing at him. He swam after her and 
she let him catch up with her, near the far side of the pool 
As he came close to the edge, holding onto it with one hand, 
her legs came up under the water and wrapped around his 
waist in a scissors hold. 

Laughing, she said, “You see—I have strong legs 
Uimbien” 

“My, my,” he said, “so you have.” 

“They are not strong like a man’s legs,” she continued, 
“but they are good womau’s legs. Feel them and see.” She 
took his hand and placed his palm on the inside of her 
thigh. He could feel the fine muscles rippling beneath the 
soft smooth skin. 

^Took, honey,” he said, ^Svhat is this big pitch all about? 
I can’t kid myself that Pm all this irresistible to you. What 
do you reaOy want from me?” 

Her brown eyes widened. She looked a little hurt. “Noth¬ 
ing,” she said. “Nothing had, I mean. If you talk like this, 
you get me mad and I won’t like you any more. It’s really 
very simple, though, so I’ll tell you. I am a very healthy, 
normal, passionate woman, I am married hut my husband is 
overseas in the service. I have not seen him in six months, 
I have not gone to bed with a man in all that lime. I cannot 
stand it any more. This I want so bad that I cannot stop 
thinking about it. But this is purely physical, like being 
hungry. It has nothing to do with love, I stiU love my 
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husband. But I need a man. I see you. I lihe the way you 
look. I say it again—you excite me. I think to myself, I 
will go to bed with him and then I will not have this awful 
hunger for a while. It would not be serious because I would 
never see you again* I close at the club tonight and leave for 
San Antonio in the morning.” 

He stared at her curiously, not knowing whether to believe 
her story or not 

Letting her legs go loose from around him, she said, 
can go to my room right now. It is number three-ten. You 
do not have to go with me if you are afraid your girl friend 
will see. You can follow in a few minutes.” 

**I can’t do it, honey,” he said. *‘You^re sweet and I 
admire you~and Fd like to oblige, but . . 

“You think it would not be good?” she cut in. Her hands 
did something under water and, looking, he saw that she 
had pulled down the top of her swim suit. Just below the 
surface of the clear water he saw her bared breasts, their 
dark centers dilated by the water. Before he could stop her, 
she took his hand and placed it over one of her breasts. It 
filled his hand, warm and pulsing, and he felt a tide of hot 
desire surge through him. 

He jerked his hand away. “For God’s sake!” he ex- 
claimed. “People can see.” He looked around quickly but 
nobody seemed to be paying any attention to them. 

She laughed and under the water hitched up her suit 
again. “Who cares?” she said. “Don’t be chicken. You 
liked? You think they are nice?” 

Before he could answer, a shrill, clearly angry voice 
caUed, “Jack!” 

He looked up. Angie was looking out at them from the 
bedroom window. 

“When you’re through frolicking in the pool, come up 
here,” she called, and slammed the French doors. 

Buckraan looked at the dark-skinned girl. “Fd better go,” 
he said ha If-rue fully. 

She made a small, sad face. “Fm sorry If I get you in 
bad with your girl. But she will forgive. A woman likes a 
man that other women want.” 

As he climbed out of the pool, she said, “Jack,” and gave 
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him a saucy wink. “If you can get away later, come and see 
me, yes?’* 

He shook his head, laughing, as he walked away. 

Before he went up to their room he walked to the end 
of their section to get some cigarettes from the vending 
machine that stood at the corner. As he returned^ heading 
back to the stairway that led to the upper level, he noticed 
that the girl had left the pool and was nowhere in sight. 

As he strolled along the gallery corridor he saw that the 
door of the room just ahead of him was ajar, and suddenly 
he realized that the number on it, three-ten, was the number 
that ^*Juanita” had given him. Abruptly the door swung 
wide and she stood, smiling boldly at him, stiU in her swim 
suit He hesitated a moment, nodded and started to go past 
At that instant she stepped out, putting her hand on his arm. 

“Jack,” she said, “this damn swim-suit zipper, it is stuck. 
Will you please to help me start it?” 

As he glanced suspiciously at the upper part of the zipper 
plaquet, he was struck again by the lusciously curved figure 
that the clinging garment revealed. 

“Don’t do it here, honey,” she breathed, as his hand, 
seemingly of its own volition, reached out toward her. 

Her fingers entwined in his, she pulled him inside the 
room, closed the door quickly, and shot the holt ^TTiis may 
take a little time,” she said calmly and turned so that the 
zipper was toward him. 

Still suspicious, he closed his fingers on the tab and gave 
it a tentative jerk. It moved easily down the track a couple 
of inches. 

“Nothing wrong with this, baby,” he told her, 

“But it jams just below there,” she responded, “Now you 
must give it a quick hard jerk.” 

He did and the zipper opened readily down its full lengtk 
In one fluid movement she shrugged out of the shoulder 
straps, 

“You are so clever. Jack,” she said huskily, turning to 
him. And his eyes fixed on those lovely breasts that he had 
already fondled in the pooL Now they seemed even more 
desirable, their silky roundness even more inviting, the 
eager roseate nipples holding forth their erect challenge. 
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As he stood there, feeling the hot desire rise in him and 
drinking in the luscious beauty of her breasts, she gave her 
hips a slight twitch and the swim suit fell doym about her 
feet. She stepped out of the folds, giving the garment a 
swift kick that sent it slithering across the room. 

She took a step toward him and leaned down. “You have 
done me a great favor/’ She looked up at him with a shy 
smile. “Now you must let me repay you/’ And at once her 
fingers were busy suiting the action to her words. 

“Hey/’ he gasped. “Look—I haven’t—haven’t time. My 
God, honey, Fm overdtie in my own room/’ 

“Oh, my,” she breathed admiringly, her teasing hand 
gentle on him. “He is the gallant one, even in spite of him¬ 
self, no-o?” 

He broke away then, cursing her. He saw her hurt look, 
her tossing breasts. Suddenly he stooped down, locked his 
arms about her and rose with her, taking the four paces to 
the bed. He flung her on her back on the spread. “God¬ 
damn it,” he muttered, “you wanted it—and by God, you’ll 
get it.” 

Her black eyes became luminous as she arched her back, 
her hips grinding in faintly perceptible rhythm. Her 
shoulders, moving at the same time, brought her breasts to 
amazing life and her parted, half-opened lips uttered tiny, 
soft, yearning sounds. Already Buckman had torn off his 
trunks and now the girl turned toward him, clutching the 
inside of his thigh, her nails clawing at his buttocks* Her 
other hand maddeningly caressed him as her own thighs 
rubbed sensuously together while she tossed and twisted on 
the bed. 

“Ah, Jack/’ she whispered. “Ah, Jack, lover, come to 

me . . .” 

He flung himself down beside her. She was, he discovered, 
surprisingly well-muscled and their love-pi ay became a kind 
of contest until she could wait no longer. At once her 
trembling fingers guided him and the urgency of her need 
was immediately asserted by her writhing, tossing, grinding 
motions, that drew him into a swirling vortex of white-hot 
passion. 

So great was her need of a man that she cUmhed the 
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heights even before Buckman, and then once again so they 
were shaken simultaneously by the shattering eruption of 
their close-coupled efforts. And soon, without a word, he 
was letting himself out her door, reluctant to leave, but 
increasingly conscious of Angie , . * 

My God, he ihought-^Angie! Why was he built so that 
he could no more be faithful to her than to Fay ? Of course, 
his meeting with “Juanita*^ was far out of the ordinary. As a 
matter of fact, he had never happened upon any woman 
who had been so forthright m his life. But certainly it was 
not as if Angie had been holding out on him--she was all 
any man could possibly want and more. But he could not 
shake off the feeling of guilt that continued to eat into him, 
despite his efforts to shrug it off. Yet, after all, it had been 
a wildly glorious few minutes. And—again after all—he 
was a man and at the peak of his virile powers in every way. 

^ When he got to their room, he found Angie in a fury of 
jealousy. She called the dark girl aU kinds of names, ranting 
and raving. As for him, he had been two-timing her, she 
charged, trying to make out the first time he was away from 
her, taking advantage of her being sick. 

At last he calmed her down, assuring her that while 
Juanita he smiled inwardly as he realized that he had 
not even learned her name—had made a determined assault 
on his virtue, he had manfully resisted her. This, Buckman 
maintained, had all occurred at the pool 

“You were long enough getting up here after I called 
you, Angie protested. 

^ I stopped to get some cigarettes and the damn machine 
jailed,” he alibied. “I had to struggle with it for a while.” 

“So you couldn’t afford to lose two bits?” she demanded, 
but her eyes held a twinkle, finally, and he knew he had her 
won over. By dinner time she had completely forgiven him. 

They ate in the motel restaurant. While they were waiting 
for before-dinner drinks, Buckman excused himself to wash 
his hands. When he returned he saw a slender, expensively 
but loudly dressed man standing by their table and talking 
with Angie, Her face was pale and tense. As Buckman 
hurried up, Zeke Jarvis turned and gave him a sly, smug 
grin. 
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‘‘WTiat the hell are you doing here?” Buckman demanded* 

Jarvis, still grinning, gave a shrug. heard it was a 
free country. I want to come to Vegas, I come—I want to 
stay in this joint, I stay* You going to stop me?” 

Baffled almost as much as he was angry, Buckman spread 
his hands palms up. “But why, for God’s sake? What good 
is it doing you to follow us around the country like this?” 

Zeke shrugged again, his grin close to a leer. “Who 
knows?” he said, “You don’t know Angie like I do, man* 
Right now you’re running with the luck, you’re in the big 
bucks, Angie likes that—she sticks and you couldn’t run her 
off. But wait till your luck runs bad, man, then she’ll run 
out. I want to be around when that happens, ready to pick 
her up again. She’s that good in the sack—like you know— 
Fm willing to hang around. Then, who knowS“in the 
meantime, she knows I’m around, so sometimes when you’re 
goofing off she might have a quick yen for me all of a 
sudden. I just want to be handy, friend^—^nice and handy*” 

He turned and calmly walked off, 

Buckman sat down at the table, livid with anger. He 
scowled at Angie. “You heard him,” he said. “What about 
it?” 

“What about what, Jack?” she asked. “I can’t help it if the 
man’s crazy, can I?” 

“He’s crazy, all right—crazy about you. Look, do you 
expect me to believe he’s spending all this money, following 
us all over the country, for nothing?” 

“Jack, Zeke’s been in gambling all his life. He’s a hustler. 
He can hustle here the same as he can in New York. He’s 
worked Vegas before. He touts drunks at the bar on the idea 
that he’s got a system. If it works, playing with their money, 
he gets half the loot. If it doesn’t, they lose their money and 
Zeke hunts for another mark. Jack, you don’t think I’ve been 
seeing Zeke behind your back, do you? Do you?” 

“Well, maybe not yet* You’ve hardly had a chance. 
But—” 

She was getting angry at him now. “But what, Jack? 
Look, I’m getting tired of being so constantly accused.” 

“Oh, let’s skip it,” he said impatiently* “My nerves are 
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jumpy, I guess, but that guy would get anybody unstrung. 
Okay, okay, let’s forget it, kid,” 

He gulped his drink and ordered another. Neither of 
them mentioned the matter again. Still, it kept nibbling 
away in the back of his mind for a long time afterward. 



AFTER dinner, Buckman told Angie, “Tonight Fm going 
to work. WeVe been burning money up. It’s time to get 
some of it back. Fve got the feel of things here a little bit, 
now, I have some confidence. So we’re going to go for some 
big loot” 

There were only a few people at the roulette table this 
early in the evening, the crap and blackjack layouts getting 
the bigger play. One of the men at the roulette table had a 
considerable stack of dollar chips at his elbow. He was a 
lean, middle-aged, scholarly-looking man, and before and 
after each spin of the wheel, he would make a notation in 
the small ledger he held, opened, in his lap. 

Angie nudged Buckman. “What’s he doing?” she whis¬ 
pered. “I mean, with the book and the writing bit?” 

“He’s what they call a system player,” Buckman e 3 c- 
plained. “I understand they gel lots of them here. Guys 
that have worked for months, maybe years, perfecting a 
system that will beat the house. Some of these guys are 
actually mathematical geniuses,” 

“Do any of the systems work?” 

“Some of them, and to some extent. Or anyway, so Fve 
heard. But the casinos love these guys, because they always 
go broke and lose everything they have.” 

“How come, if their systems work?” 

“No matter how perfect a system might be—assuming 
that someone does work one up—there is always the 
element of human error. The system makers never think 
about that. Any system has to be strictly adhered to, there 
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can he no margin for error. But somewhere along the line 
the system player will goof. Hell make a slip somewhere or 
other and louse up his whole system. Or there’s another way 
they can lose, loo, which often happens. Most systems are 
based on a mathematical law of averages. Well, this is great 
because eventually the law is bound to prove out. The catch 
is in the ‘eventually,’ If Lady Luck is against the system 
player, he*s dead—unless he has a terrific fortune to back 
him up. Take the simple, basic system of doubling up on 
your bets, on the theory that the law of averages says a 
certain number must eventually come up. Of course it must, 
but the law of averages is capricious, 

“Let’s say, for instance, some brain figures that if on a 
roulette table the odds pay off at thirty-five to one on a 
single number played if it hits, then the thing to do is keep 
playing that number, on the theory that eventually it is 
going to hit. This sounds good, because you can play it 
thirty-four times without it hitting and then if it hits on the 
thirty‘fifth, at least you break even, if it doesn’t hit on the thir¬ 
ty-fifth play, you then double up. Eventually it’ll hit and 
you’ll make money. But this doesn’t always prove out be¬ 
cause it is within the realm of possibility, even though 
not likely, that the wheel might spin a thousand times with¬ 
out your number hitting once. On a doubling-up basis, think 
how much money you’d have to he playing at that point I 
Of course, it works the other way, too, and you could pick 
on a night when your number might come up a dozen times, 
maybe even four or five times in a row^—although this isn’t 
likely, either. But it is posible. So, it still all boils down to 
the fact that the system player, too, has got to have luck. If 
he doesn’t, he can be murdered,” 

Angie pointed out that the scholarly-looking man seemed 
to be winning* “Look at the big pile of chips he’s got,” she 
said, obviously impressed. 

“Sure, but we don’t know how many he started with* He 
may have already lost several piles that big.” 

“What kind of a system is he playing?” 

“I’ve been watching but I can’t figure it out,*’ Buckman 
admitted, “He seems to be scattering his bets aU over. But he 
has come out ahead the last few spins*” After a pause, he 
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continued, ^‘IVe just noticed something—his one consistent 
pkv is that combination of four he’s playing. See—he’s got 
five chips on it this time. I’d guess that combo hasn’t come 
UD in ouite a while and he’s ejecting that it will. Just for 
kicks I think I’ll go along with him.” 

Buckman bought two fifty-dollar chips and ten ten-dollar 
ones from the croupier. As the wheel was spun he placed two 
of the ten-dollar ones on top of the other man’s pile, on the 
combination of four. The wheel stopped, the ball settling on 
double zero and the croupier raked in all the chtos. The 
academic type glanced up at Buckman, smiled, and then put 
six chips on the same combo. Buckman waited until the 
wheel started spinning and the ball was bouncing around. 
This time he out a fiflv-dollar chip on lop of the other 
man’s pile. When the ball finally settled into number four, 
Buckman’s heart leaped, the four being part of the combo 
he and his involuntary partner were playing. The system 
man looked up at Buckman and flashed a quick smile, 

“Thank you, sir,” he said. “You must have brought me 
luck.” 

“Or vice versa,” Buckman said as he reached out and 
picked up his nine fifty-dollar chips, 

Angie, flushed and excited, squeezed his arm. *‘Oh, honey, 
that was marvelous,” she said, “Nearly four hundred dollars’ 
profit,” 

Buckman grinned. “As AI Jolson used to say, honey, *you 
ain’t seen nothing yet,* I told you I felt confident tonight, 
remember?” 

As the wheel was spun, the ball bouncing and twirling, 
Buckman put a fifty-dollar chip on the bottom of a line of 
numbers. The ball jounced into place at number thirteen. 
It was in the column that Buckman had played and he 
rubbed his hands together gleefully as the croupier pushed 
two chips toward him. 

Next, Buckman put fifty dollars on the black and it came 
up red. He then put two fifties on the black, and it came up 
red again. He played three fifties the next time. The wheel 
spun and the ball bounced and swirled playfully. It settled 
in a black number and three chips were pushed toward 
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Buckman. He told Awgie calmly, no good just to Break 
even, H the red can repeat, so can the Black.” 

So saying, he let the three hundred ride. With the next 
spin of the wheel the Ball bounced into a black number 
again, and Buckman picked up his six hundred dollars. He 
then put a hundred of it on odd. The wheel spun the Ball 
into an even slot. Now he was following no rational line, 
simply acting By instinct, governed completely by what 
seemed some excited sharp inner awareness. He put five 
hundred on the odd. The next spin came up odd and Buck- 
man picked up a thousand dollars. 

Now, recklessly confident that his luck was running 
strong, he placed ten fifty-dollar chips on the intersecting 
lines of a combo of four. It did not hit. He watched the 
money being raked away. He glanced at Angie* Her face was 
almost alarmingly tense, her eyes were enormous, Buckman 
was conscious that the system player had now stopped 
playing and, with half a dozen others, was watching him. 
He was the only one playing, and he put ten more fifties on 
the same combination of four numbers. 

This time the ball dropped into what Buckman thought 
was number nine, which was not in his comho. He felt 
suddenly empty, a little bit ill. In two spins of the wheel, he 
had just dropped a thousand dollars of his winnings. He was 
afraid tO look at Angie, but he dared not stop here. He felt 
challenged by this goddamned crazy wheel. And he was 
determined not to let it lick him. 

Then he realized that the croupier was pushing stacks of 
chips toward him. In amazement he saw that there were 
forty fifty-dollar chips coming his way. Two thousand dol¬ 
lars, His heart seemed to come up against the back of his 
teeth. Then he glanced at the wheel again and saw that the 
ball had not dropped into number nine, but into number 
six, which was part of his combo. He had looked at it at 
first while the wheel was still spinning and the upside-down 
figure six had looked like a nine, 

Buckman was too stunned to say anything. He knew only 
that he could not play again, not right away, anyhow. He 
gestured to indicate that he wanted to cash in his winnings. 
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The croupier gave him two thousand-dollar chips for the 
piles of fifties. 

As they walked away from the table, Angie, keeping pace 
with him, whispered, “My God, Jack, you won an awful loL 
I lost count How much was it?” 

He wiped a thin film of perspiration from his forehead* 
*T lost count myself, I don’t know exactly. Who the hell 
cares? I think it was around three thousand dollars, maybe 
a little more. Jesus, Pm shook. This happens so fast. It’s not 
like horse racing. The wheel spins for a few seconds and, 
whammo, you either win or lose a big chunk.” 

Turning in all except ten fifty-dollar chips, he got hack 
a little over three thousand dollars in hundred-dollar bills. 

They went into the bar for a drink, Buckman ordered a 
double scotch on the rocks, downed it in one long gulp and 
called for another* 

“Honey,” Angie admonished him, “take it easy, will you? 
The night’s still young,” 

“Okay,” he said, sipping the second drink. “Don’t worry. 
Liquor couldn’t get me any higher than I am now after 
winning that lump. All it can do is calm me down,” 

“How far are you going to go? I mean, how much do you 
hope to win before you quit tonight, hon?” 

He shrugged, “\^o knows?” The liquor, warm in his 
belly, seemed to spread through him, calming his nerves. “I 
know I can’t break the house. I know eventually I’m going 
to go into a losing streak but I also know that back there at 
that wheel Lady Luck was sitting right there on my shoulder. 
Maybe she’s still there. But don’t worry, I won’t go haywire. 
I’m not going to give it all back to them,” 

He finished his drink and set down the glass. “Come on,” 
he said, “Let’s try the crap table this time.” 

On the way to the crap layout, they saw Zeke Jarvis 
again. He was playing Twenty-One, with a voluptuous red¬ 
head standing beside him, Zeke stared straight at Angie, not 
even bothering to glance at Buckman, His expression was a 
knowing, faintly leering one, the kind a man often wears 
when he looks at a woman who finds him irresistible—a 
self-confident, possessive grin. 

Angie quickly turned away her head. Neither she nor 
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Buckman mentioned the incident. It upset him momentarily 
and piled one more little brick upon the waU of doubt start¬ 
ing to form in his mind about Angie, But again be forced 
it out of his conscious mind. It was not too difficult to do at 
that instant for the gambling fever was rmnimg hot and 
wild in him, crowding out any other thoughts. They went to 
the crap tables. 

A man and a woman in their sixties were standing at the 
far end of the green-covered table. The man was a gentle 
timid-appearing soul, with a pink-jowled face, sparse silky 
white hair and steeUrimmed spectacles over his mild blue 
eyes. The woman with him was a plump, motherly type 
whose iron-gray hair was rolled into a bun over each ear- 
She held a stack of ten silver dollars in her hand. 

It was her turn to take the dice, if she wanted them. She 
looked questioningly at her husband. “Wilmer, should I? 
Fd like to try it, maybe we^^ll be fortunate.” Her tone and 
manner were uncertain. 

“You can try it once, if you^ like, Patricia,” he told her. 

She looked around at the other players, smiled nervously 
and said, ‘Tfou’U have to be patient. IPs the first time Fve 
played.” 

Gingerly picking up the dice, she said to Wilraer, 
should I bet on?” 

“I believe you should play the pass line. Then, from 
what IVe observed, if you roll a seven or eleven the first 
time, youll win. If you roll two, three or twelve the first 
roll, you lose. Roll any other number, then you have to keep 
rolling until you either hit it again, in which case you win— 
or, if you should throw a seven, you’E lose.” 

The woman seemed a little dazed as she put a silver dollar 
on pass and awkwardly hurled the dice toward the board 
at the far end without rattling them in her hand. 

They came up seven and the woman let out a little squeal 
of joy. “Oh, I won. I won, Wilmer!” she gurgled. “I shaU 
try it again.” 

She picked up her dollar-chip winnings and left the silver 
dollar there. 

Watching, Buckman whispered to Angie, “Oh-oh, Fve got 
a hunch on this.” 
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One time in the Army he had been watching a crap game, 
A skinny, slow-witted little mess cook who never gambled, 
never joined in with the rest of the men in any kind of 
action and was strictly a loner, was watching the game that 
night, for some strange reason. A couple of the men soon 
started jiving Zito, the little cook, about getting into the 
game—how he might get lucky and clean them all out 
After a little while, Eto floored them all by saying, “Okay, 
give me the dice.” 

He shot a buck, to start off, and then proceeded to throw 
twelve straight passes. He picked up his winnings every time 
and so he wound up winning twelve dollars. If he had let 
his money ride—one of the men figured it out—he would 
have won two thousand and forty-eight dollars, if there had 
been that much money in the game. 

That scene came back to Buckman’s mind now as he 
watched the old lady shooting. He felt that there might be a 
parallel here, without understanding why. 

Watching the little old lady pick up the dice for her 
second throw, Buckman quickly put two fifty-dollar chips on 
the pass line. She rolled a four and after three more casta 
made her point. Again she picked up the chip she had won, 
still betting only the original dollar. He let his own winnings 
ride. She made two more passes, each time picking up her 
winnings instead of risking them, and as before, Buckman 
let his own money stay on the table. He now had eight 
hundred dollars riding on the luck of this motherly-looking 
crap-table tyro. 

She came up with a seven. She laughed, poking her plump 
elbow into Wilmer’s ribs. “Didn’t I tell you I might be lucky, 
dear? That’s four dollars IVe won so far. I might as well 
keep playing now. I can’t lose but the one dollar.” 

Buckman, suddenly edgy, debated letting his money ride. 
Before he could make up his mind, the woman suddenly 
flung the dice, and it was too late for him to pick up his 
chips. She rolled a nine. 

He sweated through seven throws before she finally hit 
with a five and a four. With thirty-two-hundred dollars 
worth of chips piled in front of him, Buckman turned and 
glanced at Angie. 
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She was deathly white* Her lips soundlessly formed the 
word, ‘‘Quit!” 

Buckman nodded. “I think you’re right.” He picked up 
the chips, then hesitated aa the little old lady rolled the dice 
again. Muttering, “Hell, who needs that lousy odd two 
hundred dollars?” he swiftly put the four cMpa on the 
eleven. 

The dice Bounced from the board. One of them settled 
and came up six. The other one skittered on its comer for 
what seemed to Buckman like an eternity, then stopped, a 
beautiful five on top. The crowd around the table gasped 
as three one-thousand-doUar chips were pushed toward 
Buckman, 

“Oh, Lord, you hit it, Jack—you hit it at fifteen to one!” 
Angie gasped. 

“Yeah.” The way he said it, Bucknaan sounded cool but 
it had been an effort to get out even that one word, his 
throat was so dry. Trembling slightly, he picked up his 
winnings and backed away from the table, not noticing that 
with the next toss of the dice the little old lady crapped out. 

Buckman started toward the cashier’s window. Moving 
like a puppet being manipulated by strings, he turned, in¬ 
stead, toward the roulette table. 

Angie clutched his arm. “What are you going to do, 
hon?” she asked, her voice quavering. “Don’t you reaUy 
think you ought to quit for the night?” 

“Uh-uh,” he said. “We’re a littlb over nine thousand ahead. 
I like nice round figures, so well make it an even ten.” 

At the roulette table the wheel was already spinning with 
the system gent back in action. So were several other 
players. Buckman watched the hall jounce madly around, 
then calmly placed a thousand-dollar chip on the black. It 
bit 

He asked for the manager, turned in his chips for a 
$10,000 check, and stiM had ten fifty-doUar counters left 
over. 

He folded the check neatly, kissed it, and reached out to 
tuck it down inside the top of Angie’s dress, in the warm 
hollow between her breasts. 
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‘*That’s for good luck, baby,” he told her, winking. ”Illl 
stay nice and warm in there.” 

She was starry-eyed now and her color ran high. She said, 
*"Oh, honey baby—all that money. You—youVe terrific, 
you’re completely fabulous.” 

know, I know,” he said, grinning. “Stick with me, kid, 
and you’ll wear sables.” 

They went into the lounge, had several drinks and watched 
the show for awhile. When they came out, he said, “Doll, 
you haven’t had any fun for yourself tonight. All you got 
was a bad case of nerves by watching me play.” he handed 
her the ten chips. “Go have yourself a ball. Play any game 
you want. Play crazy. Try to lose ’em. I’ll hel you can’t,” 

Holding the chips in her hand, she looked down at them 
and then up at Buckman, her pretty little-girl face an* 
nouncing that he had just given her the world on a string. 

“You mean it?” she demanded. “You—you won’t be mad 
if I do lose it all?” 

“I dare you to,” he said, chuckling at her wondering, 
dubious expression. 

“Oh, Jack, Pm scared. I’ll feel so awful if I do lose it.” 

“No, you won’t^—because I’m telling you not to. Gq on, 
now, see how much of a play you can get out of it.” 

She decided on roulette. She played one chip on a com¬ 
bination of four and lost. She played the double zero and 
lost again. She played the black three times and lost three 
times. She looked around at Buckman, a pained expression 
on her face. 

“I’m doing terrible, aren’t I?” she said in a small voice. 

“So you lost a little,” he said. “Play out the rest.” 

“I—I’ve lost confidence,” she told him. “No matter what 
I pick, it’s wrong. I don’t know what to play now.” 

“What’s your lucky number?” he said quickly. The wheel 
was spinning and the ball was bouncing around on it. 

“Six,” she said. 

“Hurry up, then. Get your money down on the six.” 

She did. They groaned as the ball dropped into number 
one. 

“That’s all right,” Buckman told her. “Play six again.” 

She did, watched tensely and let out a small scream of 
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delight as the ball finally joggled into the number six slot 

She held both fists to the sides of her face, staring wildly, 
saying, “Oh my God—oh my God, Jack!” as the croupier 
pushed a thousand-dollar chip, seven hundreds and a fifty 
toward her, Buckman picked them up for her, grinning. Her 
hand was sweaty as she took them. 

“I told you, you couldn't lose,” he assured her gaily. 

The system player looked at them with a wry face. “Why 
don’t you two fomi a corporation?” he asked. “FU be the 
first stockholder.” 

Buckman grinned expansively at the man, “This is our 
very own personal wheel of fortune,” he said. “We make it 
do what we want. Abracadabra, and it happens.” 

The wheel was spinning again. “Quick, put the thousand 
on something,” Buckman told Angie, “anything you want 
Don’t think about it. Just drop it.” 

She put the chip on the bottom of a column. The ball 
came to a stop in number twelve, which was in the column 
she had played. 

Shaking her head, laughing almost hysterically, she 
picked up the three thousand-doUar chips. She turned and 
buried her face against Buckman’s chest. 

“No more, hon,” she gasped. “Don’t make me play any 
more, I can’t take it FU go out of my mind.” 

“AH right,” he told her. “We just can’t quit with an odd 
number, though. You won thirty-seven fifty. Let’s take the 
seven-fifty and use it to try for a nice round five grand. FH 
play this time,” 

In four spins of the wheel he made it. They collected 
another check, this time for five thousand dollars, then had 
several nightcaps, giving their nerves plenty of time to quiet 
down. After that they went to their room and to bed. 

All night long, Buckman had crazy dreams in which he 
was a tiny doll-like figure bouncing around like the ball on 
a roulette wheel, a wheel that turned incessantly and kept 
swinging and swirling him about The croupier was the 
system player now, giant-sized. All the spectators looked 
alike: each had the face of the little-old-lady crap shooter 
whose passes Buckman had ridden to fortune. All their faces, 
and the system player’s, too, were twisted in fiendish grins 
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as tJaey watched Buckman bounce on the wheeL From some¬ 
where came an unending sound of craay, screaming laughter, 
like the sound track at a carnival fun house. Buckman 
bumped and bounced, and the idiot laughter never 
stopped , . . 



THEY slept late the next morning and did not get up until 
nearly eleven. Even so, Buckman was tired and irritable; his 
eyes felt grainy as though he had not slept for days. At 
first he thought he was just hung over, so he had two 
Bloody Marys sent up to the room; they quieted his jumpy 
stomach a little and his eyes began to feel better, hut die 
over-all feeling of fatigue stayed with him. 

After breakfast he endorsed the five thousand dollar check 
over to his wife, put it in an envelope with a briefly scrawled 
note and sent it to her, airmail-special. By one o’clock in the 
afternoon, they went into the casino again. 

The previous night, just before they went to sleep, Angie 
had commented on how cheerful all the employees had been 
about his winning such large sums of money. 

“Why shouldn’t they be?” he told her. “In the first place, 
it’s good advertising for them. It makes the other people 
want to try their luck. In the second place, they work on 
the over-all picture; they can count on winning a certain 
percentage of all the money bet. So it’s no skin off their 
nose if you win a large chunk. Besides, they figure you’ll 
blow it aU back. They think if you win big, you’ll bet big. 
They know roost people are greedy. They know damned 
well that actually very few people leave here with any sub¬ 
stantial winnings. It’s just human nature to try to win more 
and more. Then the odds go way over onto the side of the 
house. But I’ve got news for them—^they’re not going to get 
this boy’s fifteen thousand dollars back. In the first place, 
five of it’s already on its way East The other check for ten 
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is slaying right in my fat little wallet* Maybe when we check 
out of here at the end of the week, we^ll use it as a stake for 
the California tracks. With the horses, I figure you get a 
better shake for your money and there’s a little more science 
involved*” 

Buckman thought about all that as they entered the dimly 
lighted casino* He still had about fifteen hundred dollars in 
cash* He firmly believed, and he had never been so sure of 
anything in his life, that he would not allow himself to 
lose more than five hundred dollars of his stake* If five 
hundred dollars went he would quit until they left town* 

An hour later, at the dice tabie, the five hundred was gone. 

Two hours after that, the thousand balance in cash was 
gone at the roulette wheel, except for a few odd dollars. 
Angrily, then, Buckman took Angie with him into the bar. 
She sat there without saying anything as he moodily downed 
his first double scotch, then went to work on the second* The 
anger in him was all directed at himself. He had been an 
idiot, and he knew it. Well, that was it. That had been his 
little old swan song. You’ve had it, old bean, he told himself* 

After the fourth drink, he suddenly turned to Angie* “It 
was that damned croupier,” he snarled, “He wasn’t like the 
one last night. This guy was a real snot, the kind of jerk I 
don’t like. He was unlucky for me, the bastard*” 

“Something sure was wrong,” she agreed. “You didn’t 
get one single break.” 

He wiped his chin with the back of his hand, “Well, the 
hell with it. Let’s go get into our suits and make like rich 
people, relaxing by the pool.” 

“Oh, a wise guy, I see,” Angie grinned good-naturedly. 
“I suppose you’re hoping your little Latin girl friend is 
there, again, huh? She’d better not be. I’E scratch her eyes 
out.” 

“Grrrrrrrr!” he mocked, squeeasing her arm* “Go get ’em, 
tiger.” 

Leaving the bar, they had to go through the casino to get 
to the lobby. As they neared the roulette wheel, Buckman 
stopped and pointed. 

“Look!” he said happily. “My boy is back. From last 
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night, I mean. My lucky Crou^Pierre, Hey, how*s that for 
a joke?^^ 

“Great!” She tugged at his arm, “But the pool—remem¬ 
ber? It awaits.” 

“It’s not going to dry up right away* Lemme try my hoy 
just once, huh?” 

She looked worried and he chucked her under the chin. 
“Just one little bitty time?” he begged, holding up a thumb 
and forefinger almost pressed together. 

“All right, you ninny,” she laughed. 

An hour later neither of them was laughing. Buckman had 
cashed the big check. Four thousand of it was gone before 
he quit and walked away, feeling sick to his stomach, wish¬ 
ing he had the guts to torture himself some way. 

That night he won back a thousand dollars. 

The next day they lost three more. 

The next day it was all gone. 

“Gone, for Christ’s sake,” he said to Angie later, as they 
sat in their room. “Every goddamned stinking lousy son- 
of-a-bitching thousand and hundred and fifty and ten and 
dollar and nickel and dime and penny of it. Fifteen frigging 
thousand dollars, gone. Gone! More money than I’ve ever 
seen in my life before. More money than I’ll probably ever 
see again. We could have played the horses for a year on 
that. Goddamn this lousy frigging place!” 

She did not answer. She just sat there, miserable in his 
misery, looking at him then looking away so she would not 
have to meet kia eyes, see the torture and the sell-hatred in 
them. 

“Angie, what in God's name is the matter with me?” he 
demanded. “Am I crazy or something? That’s it~I am, I’m 
a crazy man.” 

He got up, began furiously pacing the floor, banpng one 
fist into the palm of the other hand. He stopped in front of 
her and held out his hands, fingers splayed open. 

“Right through my fingers, right through my stupid 
goddamn fingers, I let all that money slip. 1 wish somebody 
would cut off my lousy bands.” 

Angie put her face in her hands and began to sob, 
“Don’t, Jack!” she begged. “Please stop hating yourself, 
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slop cursing yourself. It isn't right. It won’t help. It wasn't 
your fault You didn’t mean to lose the money,” 

“Of course I didn’t,” he said, “I was just a jerk, just the 
world's higgesl jerk. But don't think Fm going to let these 
lousy bastards get away with it. Fll get it back, A good part 
of it, anyhow,” 

She stopped crying and gazed up at him, surprised. 
“You—you’re going to play some more?” 

“Why not? You can’t let ’em lick you. You’ve got to have 
guts. You leam your lesson, you get a little sense, hut you 
don’t stop just because you’re behind.” 

“Behind? I thought we were broke. Where’s any money 
coming from?” 

He walked over to the window and looked out at the pool. 
He remembered the way he had felt a couple of days ago, 
with that big fat $10,000 check in his kick. You felt a hundred 
feet tall when you had that kind of money. That was loot, 
man. You were not afraid of anything, you backed down 
to no man, you were secure, safe, when you had a piece 
of paper or a bank balance with all those beautiful zeroes 
on it. Well, now he had tasted it, knew what it was like, and 
he had to have it again, no matter what. What had happened 
once could happen again, twice more, three times, even. 

Then he answered Angie’s question, ‘’While you were in the 
John before, I called my wife. I told her I had to have some 
of that money back that I’d sent her* She’d just got it. She’s 
wiring me three thousand. I told her to take the rest of it 
and pay off part of the mortgage, fast, because if I lose this 
three thousand-—if Fm stupid enough to do that—I won’t 
ever gamble again. In fact, Fll probably slit my own throat.” 

“Why don’t we just leave here when the money cornea, 
hon? Like you said before, let’s go to L, A. and use that 
money at the race track. You’ll win there. You know what 
you’re doing there, because you’re so good at handicapping. 
It’s hardly like gambling at all. Can’t we. Jack? 1 don’t like 
it here any more.” 

“Look, baby, you don’t understand. You need luck in 
betting on the ponies, too. If your luck is bad one place, 
then it’s bad everywhere. It’ll change here. It’ll get good 
here again.” 
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He looked at her worried lace and suddenly felt a pang 
of pity for her. He walked over and tilted up her chin with 
his forefingers. 

“Come on now, let’s see that Angie-t 5 rpe smile again. 
Cut out the sad-sack routine. We took a beating, sure. All 
right. It isn’t the end of the world. It’ll be hard to get it back, 
but we will. I won’t be crazy this time. Ill stick with ten- 
doUar chips until I’m sure my luck Is running good again. 
Even then, I won’t bet more than a hundred at a time. And 
first time I start to lose again, back we go to the ten huck 
disks. Itll take longer this way but what the heH if we do 
stay here another week, as long as we’re winning steadily? 
I was a madman before, trying to get rich overnight I 
won’t be that way any more. You wait and see.” 

The three-thousand-dollar money order came a few hours 
later and Buckman read the message with it; “Hope every¬ 
thing works out all right for you. Good, good luck. 1 love 
you and miss you. Come home when you can—^Fay.” 

A little lump came into Buckman’s throat. Along with it 
was a sickly feeling of guilt for what he was doing. Reacting 
violently, he crumpled up the message and said, “Crap,” 
as he tossed it into the wastebasket. 

Unfortunately, Angie picked that moment to say, “You 
know. Jack, a lot of women wouldn’t have sent you hack 
that money. They would have kept it and said to hell with 
you. Your wife must be a pretty good sort I hope I meet 
her some day.” 

He wheeled toward her, snarling, “Shut the hell up about 
my wife. I don’t want to hear you mention her,” 

Angie winced as if he had struck her. A few moments 
later he apologized, but he knew she would be a long time 
recovering from her hurt at his boorish ill temper. 

At the casino that night Buckman won a hundred by 
betting ten-dollar chips, lien two hundred by betting fifties, 
and finally three hundred more By betting hundreds. He was 
six hundred dollars ahead and he knew he should quit for 
the night, but he had to shoot for a thousand. 

He told himself, “A thousand a night—I’ll get it all 
back, a thousand a night.” He continued to mutter, “A 
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thousand a night . , until he was repeating the words like 
a ritualistic chant 

He lost seven hundred dollars, a hundred at a clip and 
switched back to fifties. He lost two hundred more and went 
to ten-dollar chips. He lost a hundred dollars on ten 
spins of the roulette wheel, when the black obstinately 
refused to come up. On the eleventh snin. he was so sn^e ^'hat 
the black was overdue that he put five hundred on it. The 
ball bounced into a red nurnber a^afn. Another five hundred 
went onto the black and this time it hit. Sure that after that 
long dry speU the black would repeat, he let the thousand 
ride and put another five hundred on top of it The red 
came up* 

When they went to their room that night, seventeen 
hundred of the three thousand was gone, this time he was 
too disgusted with hiiriself even to rant and rave. He sat 
staring into space, pouring himself shot after shot of scotch, 
until he thought he was drunk enough to be able to rest. 
Angie was already in bed and sound asleep* 

As the liquor anesthetized certain parts of his mind, it 
stimulated others. His imagination began to run wild. When 
he closed his eyes he could see Zeke Jarvis grinning weirdly 
at him. For a few minutes he was sure that Zeke was the 
devil himself and that all this misfortune was his work* He 
had worked things, somehow, to make Buckman lose aU 
his money, so that he could get Angie back. Buckman 
did not know how, but in those crazy, drunken moments 
of phantasy he became convinced that Angle had been 
seeing Zeke, that she had been sleeping with him. By doing 
so, she had transferred his luck to Zeke. That was whv he, 
Buckman, was going broke. Zeke was probably winning 
money like crazy at the gaming tables and laughing himself 
sick at what he had put over on Buckraan—what both 
he and Angie had put over on him. 

Then for whole moments Buckman would be sure that 
Angie had been seeing Zeke and putting out for him behind 
Buckman’s back, right from the beginning. He had been a fool 
not to see the truth back there in the hotel room in New 
York, when he had burst in on them. She had been liking it. 
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and then wken the door opened, suddenly it had turned into 
rape , . , 

He had been careless with kis money when he was win¬ 
ning so profusely. Angie could have gotten hold of some of 
it. Maybe she had even been financing Zeke Jarvis as he 
followed them around. Well, now that he knew, now that he 
was sure, he would catch them at it, by God. He would be 
wiser than they. He would set traps, outsmart them. They 
would not go on making a cuckold—if that was what you 
called it—out of Jack Buckman, not on your ass they 
wouldn’t. 

He got up and staggered into bed. 

He lay staring up into the dark, his thoughts reeling 
drunkenly from one thing to another. 

Where was aU this going to end? What in hell was going 
to happen to him? 

He knew, or at least he thought he knew ,., 

He was heading for the gutter. He was on a greased slide 
that emptied into the gutter and he could not stop his 
sickeningly swift descent or get off the chute. 

He said to himself, ‘TThen, why don’t you chuck all this? 
Go hack home. Start over. Get another job. Fay needs you. 
Joannie needs you* You need them. Angie is cute, sure, and 
she’s great in bed, sure, hut does she need you? Nope. 
Only for the moment, anyhow. Do you need her? Like you 
need another hole in your head. Do you think that when 
the greased slide does dump you into the gutter this one 
is going to hold your head in her lap, brush you off and 
help you up? In a pig’s eye. Well, she’d try it, maybe, but 
she’d soon get tired, bored. She’s not like Fay, Fay would 
get right down there in the gutter with you and scrub you 
and carry you on her back.” 

Just before he went to sleep, he made up his mind. In 
the morning he would kiss Angie off, give her a thousand 
to tide her over, and then fly back home, back to Fay, 
back to sweet little Joannie. In the morning, first thing. 
Tears came into his eyes at the sweetness of just thinking 
about it. 

When he awoke the next morning and came back from the 
bathroom, Angie had kicked the covers off. She had gotten 



WOMAN CHASER 


129 


into bed nude last night, and now she was on her side, her 
back toward him. Her skin was beautiful, so smooth and 
soft, like creamy-white satin, he thought. And look at that 
fanny, that lovely, lovely fanny* No other woman in the 
world had such firm, smooth roundness as that. Why, she 
even had dimples there, for Lord’s sake—the tiniest, cutest 
dimples . . . 

He took off his pajamas and got into hed beside her. His 
hand began to caress her thighs* As he worked higher, 
Angie rolled over on her stomach* She let out a sleepy 
little whimper of pleasure and her legs opened and her 
buttocks tightened. ^ 

On his hands and knees then, he moved over her, slowly 
letting his weight down, and she uttered a brief cry of 
pleasure as she imprisoned him. 

She was terrific in the morning, this Angie* He could not 
even remember the drunken musings about giving her up 
and going home that he had entertained the night before* 

Afterward, Angie kissed him again and again, saying, 
“Oh, darling, darling, what a wonderful way to wake up*” 
And he smiled and told her that that had been for luck. Her 
good luck had been deserting him and he needed it again, he 
said* 

That day he lost the seven hundred dollars. 

They left immediately for L. A, while they still had the 
thousand. 



SANTA ANITA race track was spectacular. The clubhouse 
was like a plush hotel. The view of the mountains across 
the inheld was a picture postcard come to life. Nothing that 
beautiful could be real* The horses were beautiful, too, as 
were the gaudy silks of the Jockeys. So were some of the 
Hollywood glamour girls they saw there. 
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The way the horses ran for them was not so beautiful. In 
three days the thousand was gone* 

At the end of that third day, when they went back to 
their expensive hotel suite, Buckman had fifteen dollars to 
his name. He walked once around the room, took the five and 
the ten from his pocket, wadded them up and threw them at 
the wall, 

‘‘■^at are we going to do?” he asked, not looking at 
Angie, not asking her, asking himself. ^*We owe the hotel 
over a hundred bucks, for Christ’s sake.” 

Then he threw himself face-down onto the bed. He 
sQueezed his eyes shut until they hurt. He asked himself, 
Why? Why me? What the hell have I ever done to deserve 
such stinking luck? Why did that last goddamned horse with 
that last goddamned hundred on him, have to swing way 
wide entering the stretch, when he was a length in front and 
should have won it easily staying straight, instead of com¬ 
ing in third? Why?” 

He lay there, remembering a few months ago when he had 
had a bad run of luck gambling, and he had been in this 
gin mill, half-gassed and feeling sorry for himself. 

Seated at the far end of the bar was a wispy little man, 
high-domed and with a rather nice, too-sensitive face. He was 
drinking steadily, getting loaded in that quiet way that is 
the worst way, because he would not stop drinking. Buck- 
man knew, until he fell off the stool. The little man was 
seedily dressed and needed a haircut and a shave. 

The bartender told Buckman that a year ago the little man 
had been one of the city’s top psychiatrists, with an income 
of forty thousand a year. 

When Buckman heard that, he said to the bartender, 
^‘Great. He’s just the man I want to talk to.” 

Walking over to the little man, he said, “Doctor, I hear 
youVe a psychiatrist, so tell me something.” 

The little man turned slowly and deliberately on his stool 
and Buckman felt that after that one glance of those kind, 
tired, hurt, very wisedooking eyes, the man knew all about 
him. 

The doctor said gently, “Yes, Pm listening.” 
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a nut,” Buckman said. “I gamble. I can’t stop it. Fm 
going to lose everything I own, including my shirt. 1 know it 
but I can’t help myselfi Why do I do this? Why am I a 
gambler?” 

”Do you really want to know?” 

”Doc, Fve got to know,” Btickraan declared. 

“AH right,” the little man said. “It’s because you’re 
emotionaUy immature. You still believe in magic, in the 
fairy godmother. When you win money on a race, it’s magic, 
and you think that this proves there actually is a fairy 
godmother. She makes your money multiply. You spend 
two dollars for a ticket on a horse and you get back ten or 
twenty or whatever it is. You know subconsciously that this 
cannot happen continuously, that eventually you must lose. 
But you cannot openly admit this because it would take 
away your magic and you wouldn’t have it any more. You’d 
be reduced to being like other mortals who have to work 
hard for money, who don’t have it handed to them for do¬ 
ing nothing by some great magician or a fairy godmother 
in the sky. You have never grown up in relation to money 
matters. That’s why you are a gambler.” 

The answer instantly angered Buckman. He had never 
thought of it that way, of course. He said nastily, “Oh, Is that 
so? You’re a pretty hriUiant man, aren’t you? Well, if 
you’re such a hotshot. Doctor Headshrinker, why don’t you 
analyze yourself, cure yourself of alcoholism?” 

The doctor surprised him hy saying mildly, “That’s a good 
question. So Fll answer it. I don’t stop drinking because I 
don’t want to. Because i want to drink myself to death, 
for the reason that I don’t have the nerve to put a gun 
barrel into my mouth and blow oH the top of my head. I 
want to die because I have nothing to live for, A year ago, 
my careless stupidity caused me to wreck an automobile and 
kill my wife and boy. The boy died in my arms. I was not 
hurt physically hut emotionally I was killed, too. Now will 
you please go away and mind your own damn business, sir.” 

Buckman stood stunned, feeling like an idiot. Finally he 
said, “Forgive me for making like a smart-ass. Doctor. Fm 
truly sorry. Very, very sorry.” 

“So am I,” the psychiatrist said. 
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Remembering all this, Buckman sat op on the bei He 
said to himself» ‘‘YouVe got to have something* Everybody's 
got to have something, I don’t have a religion; I don’t have 
a career. So what the hell’s wrong with a litUe magic?” And 
at the same time he thought, ‘That’s right, laugh it off, kid 
the truth away,” 

Angie said, “What, honey?” 

He got up off the bed, walked over to her, “I think I 
know what we’re going to do,” he said. ‘That is, if you’re 
with me.” 

“Of course I am, hon. What do you think I am, anyhow?” 

“Okay. We’re getting out of this dump as soon as they hit 
us with a biU.” 

“How?” 

“We just walk ouL We leave all our junk, except what we 
can put in our pockets and in your purse. We’ll come back 
and get it later when we pay the bill,” 

“Then what, Jack?” 

“Then we take a furnished room with an electric hotplate 
in it for ten bucks a week. For one week, anyhow. The other 
live dollars we have will buy food to carry us for a couple of 
days. Then you move your cute little fanny and get a job as 
a cocktail waitress.” 

“But I don’t have any experience,” she objected. 

“They’ll teach you, A good-looking chick with a chassis 
like yours can always get a job as a cocktail waitress. Maybe 
it’ll be a dive, but so what, for a little while. You know 
why?” 

She shook her head. 

“Because cocktail waitresses make big loot. A hundred 
and fifty—two hundred a week, depending on the place. 
They get tipped ten, fifteen, twenty dollars a night. Every 
night. Every day I take what you made the night before 
and go to the track with it. We’ll build up a roll again. In 
a few weeks with a little luck we’ll be back in the chips 
again. Loaded.” 

She thought about it. She said she was scared, she didn’t 
know if she could do that kind of work. He told her of 
course she could. So get with it 

He was right. She got a job that day, started that night 
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They walked out of the swank hotel the next day leaving 
their clothes and luggage. They stayed In the furnished 
room a week, cooking on the hotplate. Every day Buckman 
took Angie’s tips and went out to the track. He could not 
wait until she got home late at night to see how much she 
had made, how much he would have to work with the next 
day. 

He did fairly well that week. He made enough at the track 
to pay their hotel bill, get out their clothes and luggage and 
pay a month’s rent in advance on a furnished apartment in 
West Hollywood. In the next two weeks he huilt up a bank* 
roll of five hundred dollars. 

Angie wanted to quit the job. She hated the work. She 
said it was degrading. She told him he didn’t know the kind 
of crap the girls had to take from people. Why, one night 
a drunk offered her ten dollars just to sit with him for a few 
minutes In the booth and let him feel her up. Those were 
the very disgusting, lousy words he used, she said. Further¬ 
more, the bartender there was always after her to go out with 
him, always touching her, brushing against her. Why 
couldn’t she quit, she asked, now that they were on their feet 
again, and just stay home and be with him like before? 

He told her he needed every cent he could get hold of, so 
he could increase the size of his bets, to build up their 
backlog of money to respectable proportions. How could he 
do that If he had to use his winnings to pay rent and buy 
food? That was where some gamblers made a mistake. Their 
winnings went for other things, and then when they hit a 
bad streak, the losses had to come out of their pocket. That 
was no way to run a business, because that’s what gambling 
was—a business. So, if she really loved him and wanted to 
help him, she would stick with the lousy job for a little 
while longer—^it wouldn’t be much longer, he would 
promise. Then it would be the old life of ease and luxury 
again. 

She did not like it, but she did it. She began to get a bit 
hard-looking, a little rough in her speech and noticeably 
sloppy in her personal habits, too. She was an indifferent 
housekeeper, to put it mildly, he found out. What was worse, 
she did not often feel like lovemaking when she got home 
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at three or three-thirty in the morning. And of course^ 
Buckman had gone to the track by the time she woke up the 
next day. 

These were had times for them, Buckman endured their 
sorry state by telling himself that their misery would all be 
forgotten when they hit their first five thousand again. 
And this time they would go up and up from there, not 
down. That was all he thought of or cared about. The idea 
of an uplift in his fortunes consumed him. He lived the 
horses and the handicapping, the losing and the winning^— 
especially the winning. He was hooked and nothing else 
made any difference, everything was subordinated to his one 
blind drive. This was the way it had to be. This was his life 
and he wanted no other road. The way would get better* 
That, he knew. 

Meanwhile, some nights he could not sleep, suddenly 
facing the stark realization that he was actually living off a 
woman, like a lousy pimp. He would groan and curse himself 
and wonder how low he could get* At other times he would 
recall the old life, and Fay and Joannie, Then he would be¬ 
come sick with longing for them, wondering about them, 
until he wanted to cry. 

Then came 2felda- 

She was the wife of the super of the apartment building. 
She was nearly as tall as Buckman and there was a serpen¬ 
tine quality in the way she moved. She had naturally blonde 
hair and warm, dark-brown eyes, a combination which had 
always attracted Buckman. Her legs were gorgeous, very 
long and beautifully shaped. Hers were gams that made 
Buckman think that was the way a woman’s legs were 
supposed to be. She had a husky, sensual-sounding voice. 
Her breasts were small for a woman of her size, almost like a 
child’s, and her hips were as lean as a boy’s. But you didn’t 
mind that, because when Zelda made love, there was nothing 
childlike or boyish about it 

Buckman had been attracted by Zelda from the first time 
he saw her. He did not think too much about her because, at 
first, he never met her when he was alone or when she was 
alone. Either Angie would be with him or Zelda’s husband, 
Ed, would be with her. What was more, Ed was six feet four 
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and weighed about two hundred and twenty pounds* He 
had a part-time job driving a city bus and his fists looked as 
big as hams* He had the toughest, meanest, jut-jawed face 
Buckman had ever seen on a man. Buckman wanted no 
trouble at all with the guy. 

But that was before he and Zelda were alone together . < . 


17 


ONE evening after Angie had gone to work, Zelda came to 
the door of their apartment She was wearing a quilted satin 
robe over a filmy gown that trailed below the bottom of the 
robe. At once Buckman caught the faint, feminine scent of 
bath powder. He saw that the woman looked flushed and a 
little uncertain, and it puzzled him, 

“Yes, Mrs, Gollub?” he said, “Won’t you come in?” 
“Well, I shouldn’t, really,” she said, and immediately 
pushed past him into the apartment. Then she went into a 
routine about some of the tenants having trouble with their 
gas ranges and she wanted to make sure that Buckman’s was 
all right, 

“Stove’s fine,” he said, inslinclively sensing that she had 
something else on her mind. 

*0h, then 1 bothered you for nothing,” she apologized, 
“Do you have a cigarette? I Just took a shower and forgot 
to bring mine along, I’m afraid,” 

“Sure.” He picked up a package of cigarettes, gave her 
one, then struck a match for a light. She cupped his hand, 
taking it in both of hers, and continued to hold it for a long 
instant after she had her light. Her long, graceful fingers 
trailed reluctantly away from his hand and he had the an¬ 
swer then, having experienced that hand-holding-with-the- 
light bit on the part of willing women before. Some of Ms 
neighbors’ wives back in Jersey had been adept at it 

He thought Uh-uh, lady, you’ve got the wrong party. Any 
woman with a husband like tbe one you’ve got, . , 
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*^Wellhe saidj a little awkwardly, “Pm sorry Angie 
isn’t here^ so you two could get acquainted.” 

She laughed abruptly, ‘That’s funny, because the fact is 
I don’t get along too well with women. Td much rather chat 
with you, I magine you have a very interesting life—^you^re 
a professional gambler, aren’t you?” 

He said, ‘‘Well, I guess you’d call it that. Look,” he added 
hastily, “won’t Mr. GoUub be worried about you? Why 
don’t you give him a ring and ask him to come up? I’ll buy 
you both a drink.” 

“Oh, this is one of his bus-driving days and he’s not 
home. But you can buy me that drink, if you don’t mind. 
Fd love one. I seldom get a chance to have one. You see, 
Ed—my husband—is an alcoholic; he’s an inactive one right 
now, you might say, having joined A. A. He’s been on the 
wagon for almost a year. I can’t keep liquor in the house 
any more. I just take a tiny sip and Ed smells it on my 
breath and gets perfectly furious. Just because he can’t have 
one himself, I suppose.” 

Oh, great, Buckman thought. How cozy. This broad had 
an alcoholic for a husband, and he had one for a wife. 

He said, “Well, I wouldn’t want you to get into trouble— 
uh, I mean get Mr, GoUub mad at me. Maybe some 
other . . 

“Will you stop worrying about Ed, Jack?” she cut In. “Is 
it all right if I call you Jack?” When he nodded she went on, 
“In the first place, Ed left for the night an hour ago. He 
won’t be back until tomorrow morning. In the second place^ 
Ed might get annoyed but actually he wouldn’t hurt a fly. 
Don’t let the looks of him fool you.” 

Buckman raised his brows. “He looks pretty damned 
rugged to me.” 

She waved a hand deprecatingly. “It’s just an act with 
Ed. He’s big and strong and he acts tough, but really he’s 
a worm, a real coward. Fve seen him back down from men 
half his size.” Then she said, “No, Ed’s not nearly the man 
you’d think he’d be. Not in any way, he isn’t” 

Buckman decided to play it dumb, “What do you mean?” 

“Fix me that drink you mentioned and I might tell you.” 

He went over to the smaU liquor cabinet and opened it 
“Vodka, bourbon or scotch?” 
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“Bourbon. Straight, honey, please.” 

Something about the way she said “honey” sent a flash 
through him. He brought the bottle of Old Granddad and 
a shot glass over to the cocktail table in front of the sofa, 
and set them in front of her. She was sitting on the sofa, her 
long legs crossed, her robe parted just above her knees. 

She poured herself a drink and took it down neat. Buck- 
man watched, fascinated, then gestured to the bottle. “Help 
yourself.” 

‘Thank you, I will” She poured herself another shot and 
began to sip this one* 

“What I meant, before,” she said, “was that Ed doesn’t 
take very good care of me. Can’t you tell? I thought it must 
show in a woman, too. It does in a man, you know.” She 
looked at him pointedly. “I can tell that you’re not being 
very well taken care of, either. Isn’t that true? Be honest, 
now, Jack.” 

He laughed self-consciously. “Well, uh—I’m not just sure 
what you mean,” he muttered, stalling for time. Things 
were moving pretty damned fast for him. 

“Oh, come on,” she said, finishing her second drink and 
pouring herself a third. “I think you do.” She saw him 
looking at her as she raised the glass to sip the drink. “I 
don’t always drink this fast. In fact, I don’t drink very often, 
at all. When I do, though, I don’t fool around with It. I like 
to get feeling good fast” 

She took another sip and continued, now gazing at him 
with unabashed challenge in her dark-brown eyes. “What 
I meant, if I have to spell it out for you, is that Ed is just 
no damn good in bed. He’s not enough for me. And what 
little there is of him Isn’t much good. He’s a stupid clod in 
bed. He has no imagination, no technique. Believe me, next 
time I marry, it won’t be to a physical type like Ed. They 
fool a woman. What I want is an intelligent man, a sensitive 
one, who thinks about pleasing a woman as well as himself. 
And m bet you’re a man like that.” 

Buckman did not answer. He could think of nothing to 
say. He watched Zelda toss down the rest of her drink. She 
stood up and moved around the cocktail table toward him, 
her eyes, heavy-lidded and sultry, on hia. She moistened her 
full lips with the tip of a pink tongue. 
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*‘rU bet you kiss nice,” sbe said huskily. ‘*Ed never 
learned how to kiss. He’s like a big slobbering St. Bernard. 
I like the way your lips are formed, Jack. They’re made for 
kissing.” She shook her head as if puzzled. “I can’t under¬ 
stand that wife of yours. She hasn’t been taking very good 
care of you, has she? I can tell by the way you look at me. 
Jack. Why try to deny it” 

^‘Well,” Buckman said, off guard, “Angie’s pretty tired 
when she gels home from work and—” 

“I’d never get that tired.” She was standing in front of Ms 
chair, now. With a sudden movement, yet gracefully and 
seductively, she shrugged out of the quilted robe and let it 
fall to the floor. The light behind her silhouetted her Upering, 
beautiful legs through the gossamer nightgown. In the low- 
cut bodice her small breasts rounded out the cloth, the 
unusually long nipples seeming to put a dangerous sUrain on 
the flimsy material. 

Moving close to him, she slid gracefully onto his lap. 
Her arms went around his neck, silk-soft and warm. He 
could smell the heady scent of her. She turned her head and 
nuzzled his neck, her lips hot and moist. 

“Mmmnun, baby,” she murmured, “My tall, handsome 
baby.” 

She nibbled his ears. Her tongue tip poked hotly into them, 
tickling maddeningly. And all the time she was moving her 
hips, writhing faintly on his lap. 

“Jack,” she whispered, “a little while ago I was shower¬ 
ing.” Her voice was tight with excitement. “I was lather¬ 
ing myself all over—but all over, I felt my breasts grow 
bard as I soaped them and I realized I was thinking of you. 
That was when I knew I had to have you tonight. I wished 
they were your hands on me instead of my own.” 

She uttered a sudden moan of satisfaction as kis hand 
closed over the small firm mound of her breast, feeling the 
heat of it through the thin cloth of the gown. His thumb 
toyed with the erect tip. 

“I’ll make your wish come true, honey,” he told her. 

She caught his face between her hands and her lips 
brushed teasingly against his, delicately moist and parted. 
Then they closed demandingly over his and her tongue 
eagerly sought his, found and welcomed it When they were 
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both trembling with desire and laboring for breath, she 
pulled away and slipped off his lap* 

Standing before him, she shrugged out of the gown* It 
slithered slowly, leasingly, down from her breasts, catching 
momentarily on the aroused, erect tips* Then it fell to her 
waist, hung there until she moved her hips gracefuEy, and 
it slipped down and she was tall and naked and beautifully 
formed before him. 

*^Jesus,’* he Breathed, “You cra^y, beautiful creature!’’ 

He jumped up from the chair and moved to her. She be¬ 
gan to shudder and moan the instant his hands started 
caressing her. She stood there, her eyes closed, her head a 
little thrown back, trembling and uttering smaO sounds of 
delight as he continued to arouse her. Soon they moved 
wordlessly, as though impelled by a mutual unspoken pur¬ 
pose, toward the bedroom. 

Excitedly she helped him undress, her hands lovingly busy 
even as she did so. They embraced again, kissing clingingly, 
as though they would never get enough. The backs of her 
knees were against the aide of the bad. They gave way and 
she sank backward upon the spread pulling Buckman down 
with her, their lips still molded together while their hands 
roved over each other in maddening caresses. 

She made welcoming, whimpering sounds when he could 
wait no longer and led his eager searching into blissful 
success* Her tongue went wild in his mouth, then. Her arms 
locked around him and her nails dug into his back, but he 
hardly felt them* They were both caught up in a roaring con¬ 
flagration that went on and on until there was nothing left 
for it to feed on , . , hut he was conscious of Zelda still 
breathing hurricane gusts in his ear, her hips still grinding 
hungrily against him , , . 

After Zelda had gone, he was ashamed. He could hardly 
face Angie when she came home. He was sure that she must 
be able to see the guilt that he felt written on his face so 
clearly. She did not, of course. He swore to himself, then, 
that it would never happen again. 

He did his best to live up to his promise. He tried to avoid 
Zelda, and was successful for a day or two. Then he began to 
remember the way she had been . , . 
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Two days later, he took her to the race track with him, 
and they were intimate several times that week* Afraid that 
some of the neighbors might see her entering Ms apartment 
—or vice versa—they changed the scene of their lovemaking 
to a dingy motel on Ventura Boulevard. 

Always afterward, Buckman swore to himself that it 
was the last time. But with Angie away, he was lonesome and 
his ego was suffering. 

Zelda, in addition to being a superb bedmate, was an at¬ 
tractive, intelligent, interesting companion. He enjoyed her 
company. At the same time, however, he felt the nagging 
burden of guilt induced by his infidelity to Angie, who was 
laboring at a job she hated in order to support them. 

About a week after their affair began, there were several 
days when Zelda could not get away because Ed was ill, con¬ 
fined to the apartment- When Buckman could not see her, he 
made the painful discovery that her absence made him want 
her twice as much. Then, on the fourth night she came again 
to his apartment. They talked, and soon the powerful animal 
attraction that bound them to one another, that seemed to 
become increasingly assertive with each passing day, began 
to spring to life. Soon Zelda was in his arms. Her long, 
supple body was trembling beneath Ms caresses. He begged 
her to go to the motel with him but she insisted they did not 
have time. Her husband had gone out for only half an hour. 
But, she said, there was time enough for it right then and 
there . . . 

They were on the couch, still entwined, both naked, slowly 
relaxing in the stilbsmoldering embers of their passion, 
when the front door of the apartment opened. Buckman 
turned his head—and saw Angie standing there. 

She froze in the doorway staring at them, her face drained 
wMte, her eyes blazing, her hands clasping her purse so hard 
that her knuckles showed white through the skin. 

She left the door open and came into the room. Slinging 
her purse into a chair, without looking at either of them, 
she walked on through. She said, in a voice so tight and 
strained it sounded like another person’s, “Get that filthy, 
blonde long-legged bitch out of here.” And she went on into 
the bathroom, slamming the door. 

As she did so, Zelda pushed Buckman away, jumped up, 
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ran and picked up her gown and robe. She did not wait to 
put the gown on. Slipping on the robej she fled without say¬ 
ing a word. 

Inside the bathroom, Buckman heard Angie being sick, 
retching and choking. He sal on the edge of the sofa and 
put his face in his hands. For God’s sake, he asked himself, 
what have I done now? What’s the matter with me? IVe 
hurt Angle, the poor kid—and I thought I wouldn’t do 
anything like that for the world. She’ll hate me now. What 
the hell am I going to do? What am I going to say? How 
can I make this lousy thing right with her? 

And he knew instinctively that there was no possible way 
he could ever make it right 

When Angie finally came out of the bathroom, she looked 
as if she had been ill for months. She stared at him but she 
seemed not to see him. She appeared to be strangely calm, 
and her remote expression touched him with cold panic, 
moving him more than if she had started to scream at him, 
had attacked and beat him mlh her fists. 

She said tonelessly, ‘‘You couldn’t even wait to get to the 
bedroom, could you?** 

He could think of nothing sensible to say, so he asked, 
“Why did you have to come home early? Honey, this was 
the first time, I swear. I don’t know what—” 

She broke in, “I came home early because I quit my job 
tonight. The owner of that dive got me into his office and 
started to paw me. I mean paw, too—Fve got bruises on my 
thigh from it. So I hit him with a paperweight and walked 
out. That was some job. Jack. 1 really worked at it for you, I 
worked my silly damned heart out for you, and gave you 
every cent I made.” 

“I know, I know,” he said miserably. 

“And as for that skinny whore that you had in here, I 
couldn’t care less if it had happened a million times. To me 
one time is the same as a million. I should have known a 
man who’d run out on his wife and kid the way you did 
wouldn’t be worth a damn—that eventually you’d do it to 
me, too,” 

“Angie, please,” he pleaded. 

She went on, unrelenting, “I was standing outside the door 
for several minutes, I could hear both of you, and I could 
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hardly believe my ears* Jack, did you ever listen to someone 
you thought you loved making love to somebody else? Have 
you ever heard some stranger reacting the way you thought 
only you would react with your lover? For your sake, I hope 
you never do. Jack.” 

She turned and went into the bedroom and he followed 
her in dumb helplessness. She got a suitcase out of the closet 
and began yanking dresses from their hangers. 

“No, Angie,” he protested. “Where are you going?” 

“I don’t know and I don’t give a damn. Just out of here, 
that’s all. Just away from you.” 

“You can’t leave me,” he told her. ‘*YouVe got to talk this 
over; you’ve got to give me another chance.” 

She snorted disdainfully. He started toward her and, 
seeing him in the dresser mirror, she picked up a nail file, 
turned with it clasped in her fiat like a knife. He stopped 
short. 

“You come near me, or try to touch me, and Ill run this 
into you.” 

He could tell by the look in her eyes that she meant it 

After a moment, he turned and went hack into the living 
room. 

Fifteen minutes later, Angie came through, carrying two 
suitcases. Feeling sick, he watched her go, thinking, hoping, 
that none of this could be real. The whole past hour was a 
nightmare and soon he would wake up and everything 
would be as it had Been before. She’ll come back, she’ll come 
back, he told himself, as he watched her open the door and 
walk out of the apartment. She did not bother to close the 
door after her. She had not glanced at him or said one 
word of farewell. 

A sudden loneliness like a cold shroud fell over Buckman. 
It seemed to him that the apartment was suddenly empty 
of everything, and he huddled there alone, surrounded by 
the four bare walls. 

He sat unmoving, staring at the empty doorway. Then he 
said, “Son of a bitch!” He picked up the shot glass from 
the cocktail table, stood and threw it with all his might at 
the window. It went through with a shattering of glass and 
out into the courtyard. Then he sat down again, 

“Shell come back,” he said aloud. “She’ll have to. Where 
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can she go? She won’t let this he the end for us. She can’t, 
damn it,” 

He reached out and picked up the nearly-full bottle of 
bourbon. He held it by the neck and tilted it to his mouth, 
feeling the rawness of the liquor in his throat, swallowing 
until he started to gag. He let up and then he drank some 
more. When he finished the bottle an hour later, he got up, 
swaying, not sure if his trembling legs would hold him. 

“Got to find Angie,” he mumbled. “Will find her, god¬ 
damn it” 

Outside, he staggered into a cab. He went to the bus 
station, the railroad station, both airports, his haunted, 
drunken eyes searching the crowds. He wove through the 
bars near all those places. From a phone booth he started 
calling hotels, one after another, until he had used up five 
dollars’ worth of dim^. Then he sat sweating in the booth. 
At last he fell asleep, utterly exhausted, physically and 
emotionally, 

A cop awakened him, just before dawn. Sober, then, he 
took a cab back to the apartment, telling himself all the way 
that she would be there when he arrived. She would have 
cooled down and come hack to him. 

He had himself believing it so strongly that it was a bitter 
disappointment to him when he got there and found their 
rooms still devastatingly empty . . . 



A WEEK later, Buckman walked into his home In New 
Jersey. It seemed, at that moment, as though he had never 
been away, as though aH the other things had never hap¬ 
pened. He could smell the garlicky scent of the spaghetti and 
meat sauce Fay had cooked for dinner that night. He waFied 
into the kitchen and Fay was there, washing the dishes. 
Joannie was at the kitchen table doing her homework. He 
stood there in the doorway, looking at them, too full of 
emotion to Be able to speak. 
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Joannie looked up aed shouted, “Daddy!” Running to 
him, she threw herself into his arms and hugged him, 
clinging to him. Over her head he saw Fay looking at him, 
her expression that of a person who is witnessing a miracle. 
She was drying her hands on her apron, her eyes wide, her 
lips parted. 

Tears came into Buckman’s eyes and he sat down on a 
kitchen chair, still unable to say a word. Joannie stood next 
to him and hugged hia arm, saying, “Don’t cry, Daddy, 
Mommie is aU right.” 

Fay said to Joannie, “Honey, why don’t you go over to 
Alice’s and finish your homework? Daddy’s tired, and he 
and I have a lot to talk about. You can see him later.” 

*‘A11 right, Mother,” Joannie said. “Will he still be here 
when I come Lack?” 

Buckman nodded. “I’ll still be here,” 

When Joannie had gone. Fay asked anxiously, “Are you 
all right, Jack? You look so Ain and exhausted.” 

He noticed as she came over to him, that her nostrils 
flared a little. He grinned wryly. “Yeah, and 1 stink, too, 
don’t 1? I need a hath and some clean clothes,” 

She said, “Yes, you do, don’t you? Go on upstairs and 
clean up while 1 fix you something to eat. You’re hungry, 
aren’t you?” 

“Like a wolf,” he said. He looked at her a little woefully. 
“I guess I expected too much. I should have known I’d get 
Ae cold shoulder. You can’t just come running back home 
after the things I’ve done and expect everyAing to he 
exactly the same, can you?” 

She did not look at him. “I—I’m afraid not, JacL 
Wouldn’t Aat be asking a lot?” 

“Sure,” he admitted glumly. 

“Go on up and take your bath,” she told him. “We’ll 
talk while you’re eating, or afterward.” 

He came down half an hour later, feeling a little refreshed 
after a shower and shave. When he had finished eating, he 
told Fay everything that had happened, Ae whole business 
with Angie and Zelda, laying it on the line, not sparing of 
himself. 

“You say you blew your last five hundred dollars at Ae 
track?” was the first thing she said when he had finished. 
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**All except the few bucks I had left when I checked into 
a flophouse on Main Street in L. A., and decided to become 
a real burn. I stayed drunk on cheap wine and hung around 
with the scurviest characters I could find. When I got thrown 
out of the flophouse after three days, I slept where 1 could, in 
alleys, in doorways. It didn't matter, as slopped as I was on 
Sneaky Pete all the lime,” He shuddered, '‘But after three 
days I couldn't take it any more. I guess I don't even have 
the guts to be a successful bum.” He smiled wryly. “The 
first day I couldn’t raise the money for a bottle of wine and 
so sobered up a little, 1 just couldn't lake what Pd become,” 

“You had hit bottom,” Fay told him. “Where did you 
get the money to fly back here?” 

“From a guy I used to know in the Army who lives in 
L. A. Have we got enough so I can send it right back to 
him? He really couldn't spare it-” 

She nodded. “Yes, you’ve got to pay that back. Fll draw 
the money out of the bank in the morning.” 

There was an awkward silence between them until Fay 
blurted out, “Jack, now I have some things to tell you.” She 
took a deep breath, raised her chin and forced her gaze to 
remain on his. “I—well, it reached a point where I was sure 
you'd never come hack, Jack. I figured that even if you did 
come back, it would never be the same with us again. It just 
couldn't be. So I filed—started proceedings for a divorce.” 

It hit him like a kick in the groin. “Divorce?” he echoed, 
sickened. “How—how far has it gone?” 

Fay went back to the sink and started rinsing the dishes. 
“Not very far. A1 Shane got me a lawyer last week.” 

“A1 Shane?” He understood, thee. Shane was a widower 
who had moved into the development about a year ago. 
Several times he had noticed that the man could not seem to 
keep his eyes away from Fay. Buckman used to kid her 
about him, although the thought of Shane had never really 
bothered him. It bothered him now. It made him feel ill. 

“I—uh, I see,” he said. “Have you been—well^—dating 
him?” 

She nodded without looking around. “I—yes, I went out 
with him a couple of times, once Pd started the divorce 
proceedings.” She wheeled around, her eyes flashing defi- 
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antly, “Why not, Jack?’^ she demanded, “Do you think Fm 
not human? Do you think I like to stay home alone night 
after night, with all the neighbors, all my friends, feeling 
sorry for me? Well, I don’t I enjoy somebody being nice 
to me, too, Jack/’ 

He sat there dejectedly, thinking about all of this* After 
a while he slowly got up from the table. 

Fay had been watching him silently. Now she said, ^*What 
are you going to do. Jack?” 

He raised the palms of his hands, pursing his lips. “What 
is there to do? I’m going to get out—and this time Fm 
going to stay out. Fm through messing up your life.” 

“Well, then, where are you going? There’s no place you 
can go, is there?” 

He shrugged. “What difference does it make?” 

Quietly, she said, ‘There isn’t any law saying you have 
to run right off tonight You—you can stay here tonight, 
Jack/’ 

“What good would that do? Fm sure you don’t want me 
around any more/’ 

She lost control of herself then. Her lower lip started to 
quiver and her chin wobbled. “I don’t know , . She put 
her face in her hands. “I—I don’t see things clearly any 
more. Jack. But 1 do know that I’ll want to talk this thing 
over with you some more. Don’t leave tonight. Jack.” Her 
shoulders shook. 

He went to her then, his heart full for her. He took her 
gently in his arms and cuddled her the way he had done 
years ago. After awhile she quieted. 

“Fm sorry, Jack,” she said, sniffling. “I didn’t mean to 
be a big baby. Your coming home so suddenly was just too 
much for me.” 

“It’s okay,” he told her. ‘Tou had the right,” 

He stayed there that night, but he slept on the couch 
downstairs. 

The next day he learned that A1 Shane was away for a 
week. Buckman told himself that he had at least that length 
of time to win Fay hack to him, to make her forget Shane. 

During that week, he went into New York every day, 
looking for a job at some of the places where he had worked 
before. His ex-employers were pleasant hut guarded. They 
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wished they could help him, but at the moment there was 
MO vacancy. Maybe some time in the future , *, 

Every night, when he came home blue and discouraged, 
Fay would do her best to cheer him, pointing out that it 
would lake time to win back people^s confidence in him, that 
be should not expect these people to welcome him back with 
open arms until he had proved that he was really ready to 
settle down. 

Each night, too, he thought that Fay wanned to him a 
little more. But each night she let him sleep alone* 

Then, the sixth night he was home, it happened* 

After dinner, when Joannie went over to a girl friend’s 
to do her homework. Fay said, her voice almost breaking, 
*‘Jack, how do you feel now—^now that you’ve been back 
awhile?” 

”What do you mean?” 

She looked away* “You know—about us. Ahout every¬ 
thing, I gues9-“I mean, what I’m probably trying to say is, 
would—would you like to stay? Here, I mean?” 

He stared at her. This was what he had been praying for. 
A great feeling of exhilaration began to flood through him. 
After a long moment, while their eyes seaTched each other’s, 
he finally managed to speak* “You mean you—you’d take 
me back? Do you want me back, Fay?” 

She looked away again. In a tortured whisper she said, 
“I’m probably a fool. Jack* I shouldn’t have let you stay 
here. You’ve gotten to me again. I can’t help it, but damn 
it, I still love you. I guess I always will. Will you stay, 
Jack?” 

“Fay, it’s what I’ve been wanting* Believe me,” 

“I—I had hoped so, my dear.” 

He moved toward her then, to take her into his arms. She 
held him off for a moment 

‘Tjet me say a few things first,” she told him, * There are 
things that have to he understood between ua.” 

She knew it was going to be rough for both of them, 
she said. She did not expect anything else, but if he wanted 
to txy it again together, she would give it everything she 
had, 

“I won’t be looking for miracles,” she went on* “I hope 
you won’t, either* 1 don’t kid myself that you’re never 
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going to gamble again, or sleep with another woman again 
—not in the beginning, anyhow. I know how difficult it ia 
to break behavior patterns. It’s a long, slow business and 
it gete awfuEy discouraging at times. But I have a feeling 
that you can make it—that we both can, I mean, I have the 
bottle problem pretty well licked, but all that has happened 
between us has left some scars on me, too, Jack.” 

“I’m sure it has. Fm sorry.” 

“Fm orobably going to revert to being a bitch at times, 
too, and throw a lot of stuff up to you. I may even slip off 
the wagon. What Fm trying to say is that the things that 
have happened have raised some kind of a wall between us, 
Jack- That’s only natural. But if we’re patient, if we work 
at it together, we can tear that wall down. A little bit at a 
time, until it’s aE gone,” 

“Sure we can. Fay,” he said- “I know we can,” 

She took his face between her hands and looked directly 
into his eyes. '*I wouldn’t be a woman if I didn’t ask this. 
Have you reaEy gotten that girl out of your mind. Jack? 
Is that part of it reaEy out of your system? TeE me the truth, 
if you can,” 

For seconds that seemed like hours he could not answer. 
Then he said, “You mean Angie?” 

Even as he said her name, a picture of her dashed Into bis 
mind and the quick, sharp yearning for her stabbed his 
heart He knew that he had not gotten her out of his system 
and he wondered if he ever would. 

“Yes,” Fay said, searching his eyes, “I mean Angie.” 

“That’s over. Completely over,” 

The lie almost stuck in his throat- He saw, too, that Fay 
realized it was a lie, but she just sighed and stood up, 

“Go upstairs and take a nice warm tub, hon,” she said* 

111 call Alice’s and teE Joannie that you’re dead tired and 
have gone to bed and she can see you early in the morning. 
She can spend the night at Alice’s.” 

“I am pooped,” he admitted, 

“When you get out of the tub, hop into bed. III have it 
all ready for you.” Her eyes suddenly glowed with their 
old warmth- Her voice husky, she added, “And FE be up 
later-” She turned quickly away. 

After his bath he climbed into the big familiar bed, he- 
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tween the clean soft white sheets. He did not put on 
pajamas and he dozed oft almost immediately. Some time 
later, he came half*awake as Fay climbed into bed with him. 
He could smell the warm, steamy, perfumed-soap scent of 
her and knew she had soaked In the tub, loo. He turned 
toward her and felt the heat radiating from her own naked 
body. Her whisper came out of the dark: 

‘‘Are you awake, hon?” 

“Yes,^^ he answered. 

Then she sat up and leaned over him. He felt the silky 
warmth of her bare breast suddenly pressed gently against 
his face, and then the heated, hardened nipple brushed his 
Ups. 

Her voice, vibrant from her long need for him, whispered, 
“There, honey. There, now,” 

They made love long and slowly and ritually, as if it 
were their own private and personal invention, using all 
their knowledge of each other acquired through many years, 
each catering to the other’s special needs until they both were 
wild with the singing, rising flood currents of desire. But 
there was more, so much more, than mere physical desire, for 
in their communion there was the sharing of troubles and 
heartaches, there was the weeping and also all the laughter 
and the good things and all the good times that made up the 
wonder of being man and wife, 

A few days later, A1 Shane came home from his business 
trip. Fay told Buckman that she had to break the news to 
AI personally, before he heard it from one of their neighbors. 
She said he had been kind to her and it was the only fair 
thing to do* Buckman admitted grudgingly that she was right. 

When she returned later. Fay was jubilant. She could 
hardly get it all out fast enough: AI had taken the whole 
thing like the gentleman he was. He had congratulated Fay 
and told her he was so glad for her sake that things had 
finally worked out for her and Jack, Then, she said excitedly, 
when she told AI that her husband had been having dif¬ 
ficulty finding the right spot—“And wasn’t that a clever 
diplomatic way to put it, darling?” she added— Shane had 
really shown how big he was. He told her that Buckman 
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could come to work for him any time he wanted to in his 
small advertising agency in Paterson^ and at a salary to 
match his last one. To top it off. Fay said, Shane had even 
hinted that if Buckman did the big job Shane was sore he 
could do, there might even be a partnership involved. 

At first Buckman, too, was elated at this news, but then 
he thought he began to smell a weasel in the woodpile. He 
said, “That sounds great but you know what the real bit is 
with Al, don’t you, honey?” 

She looked puzzled, “What? What else, except that he 
sees a chance to get a good advertising man to work with 
him and do a couple of neighbors a favor at the same time?” 

“I wish I could believe that,” Buckman said dourly, 
“Maybe Fm just a suspicious so-and-so, but I can’t help 
feeling that maybe Al Shane is just playing it cute. He 
figures ni flop. I’ll revert to type, PU start goofing off to go 
play the races, that PU get bored with a routine hundrum 
job.” 

Fay looked shocked, “Oh, no, honey,” she said, “Al’s not 
like that,” She thought about it, then said defiantly, “All 
right, Jack. Even if be is playing as you think, you can fool 
him. Don’t do what he’s counting on. Don’t goof off. Make 
the most of your chance. Work your tail off and show him.” 

“Yeah,” he said, after a while, thinking about it. He 
pounded his fist onto the palm of his hand. His eyes bright¬ 
ened and his jaw set. “I just might do that” 

“That’s my boy!” Fay told him, her eyes glistening. She 
ran over and hugged him. 



FOR six weeks Buckman had not permitted himself to think 
about her, but nevertheless Angie was there, deep in the 
secret places of his mind. When he was alone sometimes, 
especially when he was tired, she would come swimming up 
to the surface of his thoughts and he would relive some of 
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the moments they bad enjoyed so much together. That 
yearning for her would drive him craay for a while, then he 
would throw Mmself back into his work, burying himself m 
it. And Angie would subside back into the depths of his 
subconscious. 

The gambling bothered him, too. At times the raemory ot 
the crazy, wild thrill of it would come back so strong he 
could hardly stand it. He would think of the big money he 
had made, the way the loot had felt in his hands, the big 
bills, green and crisp. And it had all been so easy. Why 
sweat your butt off for somebody else, day after day, week 
after week for what was, comparatively, peanuts? 

Once he did slip. He left the office at noon and instead 
of returning after lunch, he went out to the track. He 
lost fifty dollars, all he had at the time. That night he told 
Fay what he had done. She looked disappointed and a little 
frightened but she took it aU right. So did A1 Shane, to his 
surprise, the next day when Buckman told him. 

“Well, maybe you’ll feel better, now you’ve showed your¬ 
self again what a sucker game it is,” Al said. Listen, every^ 
body gets off the beam once in awhile. Forget it. Now, 
what’s with that Jorgenson MiUa account?” 

He had been so grateful for this understanding he had 
not slipped again, although there were still limes he was 
sorely tempted. 

Now, at the end of the sixth week after his return, Buck- 
man was alone in his office. He had just cleared up a lot 
of paper work on one account and was taking a breather 
before tackling another. He sat swiveling around in his chair, 
and one second Angie was a million miles from his con¬ 
scious thoughts and the next she was right there in the fore¬ 
front of his mind, sharp and real. 

He had the weird sensation that she was calling to him, 
and in his mind he could hear her voice. In that instant he 
knew, somehow, that she had come back to New York, that 
she was living there and, if he wanted to, he could find her 
and could see her. Suddenly obsessed with the idea, he could 
almost see her standing before him, looking al him with that 
expression she would assume when she began to feel sexy, 
calling to him with that look. 
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Only a few days later he got her letter at the office* 
When he opened it and saw her name across the bottom 
of the page, he broke into a sweat and his hands began to 
tremble as his eyes eagerly scanned the note; 

Dearest Jack— 

I have been back in little old New York for several days now 
and 1 have been wishing I would hear from you. I baven^t seen 
you at the tracks although 1 keep looking for you. You did me 
dirt and you know it, Jack, but 1 have coiirie to see that you are 
only human like everyone else, I miss you terribly and if this 
letter gets to you and you feel the same way I do, I hope you will 
look me up. Please, darling—I can’t forget how good you were. 
You know what 1 mean. 

She listed an address on West 86th Street in Manhattan, 
and added her phone number, 

Buckman read the letter twice, jammed it into his inside 
pocket, and at the office the next day he called Angie’s 
number, the first chance he had. He heard the caU-signai 
four times and had about decided that she was not in, when 
her remembered voice came though the receiver: 

“Hello?” 

“Angie?” 

“Yea—who is this?” 

For a moment he could not speak. Then he said in a tense, 
low voice, “My God—Angie, honey , , Her words had 
brought the vision of her before him, sharp and clear enough 
to make him remember with a pang the mad, exciting, 
passion-drenched wonderful weeks of their love affair. 

“Who IS this?” she repeated in an annoyed voice, “Is 
there something the matter with you? Look, mister, please 
don’t waste my time.” 

I m just—all choked up, I guess,” he managed to say. 
He had to laugh at himself. “Don’t you know who it is?” 
There was a silence, Then, finally, “la this you. Jack?” 
“Yes, Angie, it’s Jack.” 

She sounded pretty matter-of-fact “Well, how are you? 
How are things going for you?” 

“Swell,” he said. “I’ve quit the gambling. I’ve got a busi¬ 
ness of my own—or rather, I’m soon going into partnership 
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with 8 guy. It’s booming. Everything’s wonderful, except 
for one thing.” 

“What’s that?” 

*‘You, I can’t forget you. I go crazy thinking about you, 
sometitnes. I can’t give you up, Angie. Don t make me. 

Another silence j then, “Aren’t you back with your wife? 

“Oh, Jesus, yes, Angie. But listen to me, hon, believe me, 
that doesn’t mean anything, now Tve found you again.” 
Instantly he thought, I’m sorry. Fay. So sorry. ^ 

“That’s not a very nice thing to say about your wife, 

Angie said, ,, t 

“Look, what’s the matter with you?” he said, suddenly 
half-angry. “This is Jack, remember? Aren’t you even glad 
to hear from me? Don’t you even want to see me, if only 
to cut a few touches about old times?” ^ ^ 

Suddenly her voice began to sound enthusiastic. Yes, 
Jack,” she told him. “I’ve missed you, loo. I’ve been so lone- 
some, you have no idea. Where are you now? ^ 

“In New Jersey but 1 ean be in Manhattan in an hour.” 

’‘Gosh, Jack, Pm so excited-^look, I was so stunned to 
hear from you for a few minutes I couldn’t even think. Yes, 
why don’t you come straight up here?” 

“Swell Give me the address again, I want to be sure I 
have it right.” 

She gave it to him, then said, “Exactly how long will it 
take you to get here? Are you going to leave right away? 
Tell me exactly because Fil be counting every minute, every 
second.” 

“I’ll leave right away. I’ll be exactly fifty minutes, 111 
take a cab all the way. Is that all right?” 

“Wonderful. But, listen, sweetie, if I don’t answer when 
you knock on the door, just walk right in. Ill leave the 
door on the latch. Or is it off the latch?” She giggled and 
the familiar sound of it sent chills of expectation through 
him. “Anyhow, you come right in. I may be in the bath¬ 
room, fixing my hair. I’m going to shampoo it while I m 
waiting for you, to kill the time.” 

He had a picture of her as he had seen her before, with 
a towel wrapped turban-style around her head as her hiir 
was drying after a shampoo. She would be wearing a robe, 
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or maybe just a slip , . . He had to stop thinking about her. 
Her mental image was driving him crazy, 

“All right, baby,” be said. “ITI see you in a little while.” 

The cab trip over the bridge and down the West Side 
Highway to 86th Street seemed to take forever. He looked 
at his watch every five minutes, and saw that the trip would 
take just about the amount of time he had figured. Every 
block that brought him nearer to her made him more ex¬ 
cited. 

He thought, I’m going to see her. Fm going to talk to 
her. I’m going to hold her in my arms and I’m going to kiss 
her and Fm going to make love to her as Fve never done 
before. And Fm never going to let her go again, Fm going 
to stay with her forever. Fm sorry but I can’t help it I don’t 
care about anybody else in the world. 

Then he was getting out of the cab and the driver seemed 
to take forever to change a twenty, so finally, impatiently, 
Buckman told him to forget it to keep the change. That 
made the tip exorbitant but what the hell was six or eight 
Lucks at a time like this? 

The house was a remodeled hrownstone. Some kids were 
playing hopscotch in front of it. They were homely, un¬ 
kempt, dirty little street urchins but tihey looked beautiful 
to Buckman right then. He smiled and waved at them. He 
went up the steps as if there were springs in his shoes. He 
glanced at the vestibule name plates, saw that A. Thorhurg 
waa in 2C, He floated up the Inside stairs and stood outside 
her door for a moment composing himself so that he would 
not look to her this first moment like an adolescent, love- 
struck idiot. 

He knocked. There was no answer and for an instant panic 
seized him. She was not home—she had gone out—she had 
gotten tired of waiting for him. 

Then he remembered what she had said about fixing her 
hair back in the bathroom. He tried the knob. It turned. He 
pushed open the door and went inside. 

There was a short hall, then the living room and another 
short hall, probably leading to the bedroom and the bath, 
in the rear. It was a typical, average-priced Manhattan 
furnished apartment, no better and no worse than a thou- 
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sand others. But it looked beautiful to Buckman as he 
marched through the living room toward a light that came 
from a room in the rear, 

‘‘Angie!” he called out. 

He came to the end of the hall. The bathroom was on the 
left. There was no light and the room was empty. The bed¬ 
room, where the light burned, was on the right. There was 
somebody in it—two people, he suddenly realized* 

First, Buckman heard the animal sounds they were making 
and he was uncomprehending. Then he saw them, nakedly 
entwined upon the bed. They were both looking toward the 
doorway at him, but they did not stop what they were do¬ 
ing, They did not even pause. Buckman, looking at them 
numbly, almost impersonally for a moment, saw that even a 
beautiful woman’s face, like Angie’s, while contorted in the 
violent throes of passion, could be a hideous thing. Es¬ 
pecially when the face at the same time was angry and filled 
with vindictivenesa, 

Zeke Jarvis’ face, with the vein at his temple bulging from 
the strain of his effort, was even more evil than he remem¬ 
bered it, twisted now in a mocking grin. 

“She’s bringing me good luck now,” Jarvis said, sneering. 

“How do you like it, you bastard?” Angie said to Buck- 
man. “Listen to this: Zeke lives here. I’m keeping him. Vm 
crazy over him and I wouldn’t have you back on a Christmas 
tree. Zeke’s a no^good son of a bitch but he’s more of a man 
than you’ll ever be, you two-bit phony. Now get out of here. 
I never want to see your silly face again.” 

Violence roared through Buckman right to the brink of 
action, and then stopped. He had to fight the urge to tear at 
them and kill them both with his bare hands. Then Just as 
suddenly the impulse was gone. He looked at them, already 
oblivious of him again, gone back to complete concentration 
on what they were doing. He saw Angie’s nails digging into 
Zeke, faint scars from other times marking his thin, bony 
back. He heard her gasping, heard her make those little 
keening noises of delight. And suddenly he felt nothing. 
There was just a great vacuum inside of him, a big fat lot 
of nothing. 

He turned like a sleepwalker and left the apartment. 

He was twenty blocks away before he became aware of 
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his surroundings. He was emotionally nmnhed. When he saw 
a har he went in. He stayed there four hours, getting seri¬ 
ously, quietly drunk* When he left he got into a cab and was 
driven home. He slept most of the way. 

When the cabby awakened him in front of his house he 
felt cold sober. The house was dark. He looked at his watch. 
It was only nine o’clock. Where was Fay? And Joannie? 
Why the devil was the house dark? 

Icy tongs gripped him and the chill sweat of fear broke 
out on his forehead. 

He paid the cabby and ran to the house, fumbled the key 
into the lock and went inside. “Fay!” he shouted. 

For long moments there was no answer and he was about 
to shout again, when from upstairs he heard Fay’s voice, 
sleep-thickened, “Yes, honey? Fm up here.” 

He took the stairs three at a time, snapped on the bedroom 
light and looked at her, sitting up in bed, looking dased 
and frowning against the sudden light 

“What are you doing in bed so early?” he demanded. 

She laughed, “Joannie and 1 had a busy day. We cleaned 
out the attic and did the yard. After dinner we were both 
so bushed we decided to hit the sack early.” 

“Is that all?” he said. “I was afraid something was 
wrong.” 

He started to undress. 

“Where were you, honey?” Fay asked. “I was worried 
about you. AJ didn’t have the slightest idea where you’d 
gone.” 

He turned his eyes from hers. “I had something to take 
care of in New York.” 

She said nothing for a moment and he thought, she 
knows. Then she said hesitantly, “Did you-—take care of it?” 

“Yeah,” he said. “All taken care of. I won’t have to 
bother with it any more.” As he said it, he knew it was 
true. Angie had gotten her revenge, but unwittingly she had 
also freed him from her memory. For this he was grateful. 

^^That’s good,” Fay said, relief in her voice. “Hurry to 
bed, darling,” 

He did. But not to sleep. Not right away, 

THE END 
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FEW MEN ARE Like other men 


before him, good- 
looking Jack 


TOO OLD- 


Buckman believed he could get away with an assort¬ 
ment of women. And for some time he kept his 
female interests under control. Then his wife, Fay, 
slipped from social drinking into the ways of a lush 
-and he met Angie, a racy girl who delivered the 
pleasures of the boudoir with a wild passion ... but 
to more men than Jack. 


FEW GIRLS ARE 
TOO YOUNG- 


No one, least of 
all Buckman, 
asked for the 


trouble that resulted. It was trouble of the kind that 
plagues a man when his wife and a younger girl 
get mixed. But around this conflict of a man in the 
middle-between fast-buck angles and faster women 
—the author has written a story which is not for 
small boys, or young daughters. 
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